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Unkind he is not, I can prove, 


de, others can be; —= 
0.Czlia, Aud Chloe, makes Love 2.9 


And only i is cruel to me. rn. 


N SONG II. 
O make the Man kind and keep true to 


r Un the Bed, — 
ob. om your Choice or your Deſtiny brings you 
i. MN... a 
Take a Hint from a Friend whom Experience F. 
has taught, © ; 6 
And Experience you, | know r never fails when 'tis $4 
„ bought. ; 
The Arts which you practis d at frſt to enſnare, 1 
For in Love little Arts as in Battle are fait, 
Whether: Neatnels, or Prudence, or TON were 3 


' the. Bait, Did br 3 * 
Let the Hook ſtill be. opere and fil play. — 3 
Cheat. | = | 


8 *P 4 I 
Shou'd he fancy catber, mid 500 bla F hone, } 
Tozeptoach him is never the Way to reclaim 3 | 
Tis more tu recover than conquer: an Heart: 
For this is at Nature / but that 1 is all. Art. | 


Good Senſe 1 them what a Face is to 15 | 


Flatter that fn like bs they but think it theirDue; © | 
Doubt the St ngth of 2 Judgment Tompar'd 
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Still, till, Debonair, kind, engaging, and free, 
Be deaf, tho you owe” and be blind while you 


mt 


e n 2 


ou NG Clin Was the bonnieſt Swain, 
That ever pip d on flow' ry Plain; 


Or danc'd upon the Lee; 


The wanton Kid in gameſome Bound, 
Töhat frolicks over the turfy Ground, 


Was not ſo blythe as He. 


| 4 Beneath the Oak in yonder Dale 3 
& You'd think you heard the Ni Night 
0 


When e'er he rais 'd his 


br But ah! the Youth was all Deceit, | 
His Vows, his Oaths, were all a Cheat: 
? And Choice furceeded Choice. 


9 The Maidens ſung in Willow Groves, 
Of Collin's falſe and perjur'd Loves, 


Here Jenny told her Woes : 


And Mo — — increas'd the 22 


Whoſe Cheeks like dying Lilies 


That once outbluſh'd the: Roſe. 


X Unhappy Fair, my Words believe, ' - -. ; 1+ ĩ 
So ſhall no Swain your Hopes deceive; 

And leave you to deſpair 
Eber he diſcloſe his fickle Mind, 


Change hyſt your ſelyes, for ah ! y 
Falſe Collins ey . where; 
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wo? $0N G. W. * 
H what had I a-do for to marry 
My Wife ſhe drinks . = Sack and | Ri 
Canary ; 
I to her Friends complain d right airly, 1 
O gin my Wife wad drin | 


Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly, = 
O gin my Wife wad drink hooly and fairly. 


Firſt m_ drunk Crummie, and _ ſhe drunk 
arie, 
Now ſhe has drunke my bonny ay-Marie, 
That carried me a thro? the Dul 994 the Larie. 
O gin my „Nc. 


1 
I ſhe'd rink but her in Things Iwad a much 11 
a 


care, ' 
She drinks my-Claiths I can awlldpare, 
To th' Kirk and the Marget Iſe Sang fu barely. 1 


O gin my Wife, Kc. 
Ikl there is ony Siller ſhe maun keep the Purſe, | 
If I ſeek buta Baubie ſhe'l.feold and the'l curſe, ( 
due gangs like a Queen, I FN) wheel ſparely: WW _ 
O gin my Wife, &c. , 
LI never was given to Wrangling or Strife, = | 


Nor Cer did refuſe her the Comforts of Life: 
Eer it come to a War I am for a Parly. | . 
O gin my Wife, &c. 4210 fl. f ot gd 


A Pint with the Cummers, 1 wad her allow, 
But when ſhe fits down ſhe fills herſel or. 
And when ſhe is fow ſhe's unko Camſtarie. 

Rs © gy my Wife, &c. 


* 


She 


4 A Swain of Love deſpairing, 


(685) 
She rins out to the eaſy, ſhe raves and ſhe rams, 
Has na dread of Neighbours, nor minds the Houſe 
Wants, 
Roars ſome fooliſh Lilt, tike up thy Heart Clmrlie. 
O gin my Wife, c. 


And when ſhe comes Hame ſhe layes on the Lade 
She ca's the Laſſes both Limmers and 2 g 


y And Im y poor ſel an auld Cockold Car 


O gin my Wife, &c. 
80 NG V. 


Thus waild his cruel Fate; 
His Grief the Shepherds ſharing, 
In Circles round him fat. 
The Nymphs in kind Compaſſion, | 'v\ 
The luckleſs Lover mourn'd g - + 
All who had felt the Paſſion * ais 
A Sigh for Sigh return'd. 


O Friend! your Plaints give over, 
Your kind Concern forbear ; 
Shou'd Cloe but diſcover, 
For me you'd ſhed a Tear, 
Her Eyes ſhe'd arm with Vengeance, 
Your Friendſhip ſoon ſubdue; _ 
Too late you'd aſk. For Fe, 
And for her Mercy ſu . 


Her Charms ſuch Force diſcover, 5 
Reſiſtance is in vain; h 237070 
* of your ſelf ydu' ll love her, if - 
And hug the galling Chain. 
3 


= C507) 
Het Wit the Flame increaſes, * 
And rivets faſt the Dart; 


She has ten thouſand Graces, % 
And each could gain a ene vue 
But oh! one more deſerving 1 i 0 
as thaw d her frozen Brealt ; , 2 
Her Heart to him devoting, 


She's cold to all the reſt. 
Their Love with Joy Wenig 
The Thought diſtracts my Brain: 
O cruel Maid! Then ſwooning, 
He fell upon the Plain. 


80 G VL. 


ELIEV E not, Youth, wich Wit orSenſe, EE 
To gain the Heart of Woman; J 
While they to every Fop diſpeſe 1 
Kind Words and Looks in Common. 11 
Tho Fanny's fair, ſhe's:falſe:as Air, 4 
True Merit ne'er can win her: 
To all but me too kind, too free, 
I think the Devil's in her, 


I calmly did her Foibles hew, 
Still urg d with ſoft Perſwaſion : 
In vain I talk'd, nought but a Beau. | 
Engroſs'd her Inclination: 2 x 
My old Advice I did repeat, ag 
Confult the Heart within herr: 
She turn'd to chat of this and that, 1 5 
I think the Devil's in her. 13 42 
perplex d 


(7) 


And in the taſk ſucceeded, 
Rig ' d out in all a Coxcomb's Pride, 
My Paſſion warmly plea ded: 
Fe Gods! how fond! far beyond | 
My Wich or Expectation: 
So mean a Taſte — Sex diſgrac'd, 

| The Slave of fickle Faſhicn. 
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From Earth to Heavꝰn you'll riſe: 


To blow beneath her Eyes. 


X As amorous Winds her Neck diſcloſe, 
Fall thou upon her Breaſt ; 


*Z Begone, and every Sweet play, . 
3 Nor ſo much Pleaſure mi 

Each Moment that from her. you a9 
You loſe an Age of Bliss. 
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S curling ipod. bin- 1 
Around the lofty Shade, 

So ſhall my Arms a 

Infold thy Charms. 


By Grove or murm'ring Stream, 
F Which Willows Hour invade, 
"% B 4 


* 


Perplex'd and vex d new Schemes Ltry'd, _—_ 


24 Gan rice 40 dr Hand, 
& Inclos'd by Nature's Sweets you'll ſand, ;/ 


There ſteal a Kifs, and. end the wee. 
That robb'd me firſt G: Ne 


My ſmiling Blue Ey d Maid. | 


„ 


8 * 
I own my Flame, 
And figh the Name, 

Of my ſweet” Blue 5 Maid. 


Imagine all thats good, 

In all that's fair array'd, . 
Perhaps you'l paint 
A Likeneſs faint, . 

Of my ſoft Blue Ey'd Maid. 


Were * various Wealth 

To tempt my Wiſhes laid, 1 

I'd all contemn; - 1 
What's Gold or Gem, 

Without my Blue 'Ey'4 Maid? | 


Or did I Scepters wield, 

I'd change them for the Spade; . 
And toil all Day, HIV. OTE 
At Night 'to play * 

With thee, my — Bp Maid. 


Let War extend ber Arm, A 
And ſhake the frighted Ste, oO 
Tis Peace, tis Blif _ 
While thus I kiſs 
My ſtruggling lue 274 Maid, 


80 NG x. 


Dam. 72 AR 1 no e Paſion 


Nor arm thus, — Terror thoſe beautiful Eyes: ; 
p | 1 £ 5 1 They 


8 3 


„5 9099 
They become not Diſdajy, but moſt charming 
would prove, 


If once they were ſoften'd with Smiles and 


with Love. 


; Hl. While I. with a Smile, can each Shepherd 


| ſubdue, 
Oh Damon ! I muſt not be ſoften'd by you; 


Nor fondly give up, in an unguarded Hour, 
The Pride of us Women, unlimited Pow'r. 


Dan. Tho' Power, my Dear, are to Deities giv'n, 


vet generous Pity's the Darling of Heaven; 
Oh! Then be that Pity extended to me, 
u kneel, and acknowledge no Goddeſs but 


Sl. Suppoſe to your Suit I ſhould liſten a while, 

And only for Pity's-ſake grant you a Smile? 

Dam. Nay ſtop not at that, but your Kindneſs 
improve, | | 

And let gentle Pity be ripen'd to Love. 

H.. Well then, faithful Swain, I'll examine my 
Heart, | | 

And if it be poſſible grant you a Part. | 

Dam, Now that's like yourſelf, like an Angel 
expreſs'd, —— a 

For grant me but Part, and Il ſoon ſteal the reſt, 


j 85 Take heed, ye fair Maids, and with Caution 


_ believe, F, 
For Love's an Intruder, and apt to deceive ; ' 
When once the leaſt Part the fly Urchin has 


gain'd, © . 


: You'll ne er be at Eaſe till the whole is obtain'd. 
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Ar on the flow'ry Bank was Cyleia bent, / 
As if to kiſs the gentle Wave ſhe meant; = 
Or flatter her own Form reflected there, 7 * 
So young, ſo fine of Feature, and ſo fair. W 
She counſel'd with the Water how to place 
Her flowing Hair, to give the greateſt Grace; 
Then from her Breaſt, with many various 
Flow'rs, a Garland dreſt. Hb 33 
Sometimes the Lilies o'er her Breaſt ſhe throws, 
Sometimes her Cheeks ſhe matches with the 
7. >. Role; Re x 
Then ſmiles with Victory, and joys, to ſee 
The Roſe and Lilly not ſo fair as ſhe. 3 
Her 8 her Thoughts, and ſeemd 
| to lay; | : 7 
Ye vaniſh'd Cakes, live my Slaves to Day ; 
Not that I wear you to adorn my Face, 
But to infult and publiſh your Diſgrace. 
Much paler to thy Shame, thou Lily grow, 
And bluſh, thou Roſe, to be exceeded ſo; 'Y 
For heighten'd thus the gazing Crowd ſhall ſen 
' Your Bloom and Colour faint, when ſeen with 
me. „ 


„ SONG XI. 


7 WAS on a River's verdant Side, 
= Juſt as the Cloſe of Day, | 
A dying Swan with Muſick 'try'd | 

To chaſe. her Cares away. © © 


* 
. — 


(ni) 
And though ſhe ne er had ſtretch'd her 'Throat, 
Nor tun'd her Voice before, Jen 
Death, raviſh'd with fo ſweet a ens A 
A while the Stroke forbore.- - 2 1 


Farewel, ſhe cry'd, you ſilver , 6b 
Ve purling Streams, adieu. 
Where Phebus us'd to dart his Beams, of 
And bleſs both me and you. 

= Farewel, ye tender whiſtling Reeds, 

x7 Soft Scenes of happy Love; 

® Farewel, ye bright enamel'd Meads, '' ,) 
| | Where I was us'd to rove. __ 


No more with you may I conyerſe, 
See yonder ſetting Sun, 
Attends whilft I my laſt rehearſe, 
And then I muſt be gone. 
ae not, my tender conſtant Mate, 
U meet again below; 
It is the kind Decfee- of- Tate | \ 
And. I with Pleaſure 80. 2 


ON Kl. 


D 0 me only with, thine Eyes 
And Jill pledge — — ane ;' 
Or leave a Kiſs; but in the; Cup. 
And Þ'I! not look for Wine. "Re 
The Thirſt, that from the e riſe; 
Doth aſte a drink Divine: .,* :: 
But might I of Fau#s Nectar ſup, J 3 
Iwould 150 e for —_— 


. wh 


-v» 18 « 


1 1 bat 


hn 
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(12) 
I ſent thee late a Roſy Wreath, | 
Not fo much hon'ring the, 
As giving it a Hope that there 
It could not wither'd be: 9 75 
But thou thereon didſt only breath. 
And ſent it back to me; | 


Since when it grows, and ſmells, I fwear, | | þ 
Not of itſelf; but dee. MW 7 


-80NG XI. 


WE BT. Annic fra the Sea Ry hanna, 
Where Teckey ſpeel'd the Veſſel's Side ; 
Ah! wha can keep her Heart at Hame, | 
When Tockey's toſs'd aboon the Tide! 
Far aff till diſtant Realms he Zangs 3 1 
But I'ſe be true as he ha Hoch 
And when ilk Lafs around * n 
He'll think on Annic 5 Faithfu' Teen. 


Our weelty LaiedT met yeſtreeh, Week 
With Gow'd in Hand he tempted m me z 
He prais'd my Brow and rowon Een, 
And made a Brag of what he'd gie. 
What tho' my Tockey's far away, 
Blaw'd up and dawn ade uwefore Main, | 
I'ſe keep mp Heart anither Day,” | — 
Syne Jocley way return again. 3910 


i Da 


Nae mair, farſe Fam fine nae mair, 75 
Abd fairly cat 25 2 away bit, Abd ' 
Thy Jockey wad. be 4rubled ſair- f az n elf 


o ſee his Freen bio ber | Mluow 1 


Yer Sangs and ay e is vain, 
7 While Fockey's 12 do faithfu' flow z 


i ? 


(13) 
To him my Heart fal true remain, 
I'e keep it for my conſtant Jo: 


7 Blaw faſt, ye Gates, round Tockey's Head. 
4 And gar, ye Waves, be cawn and ſtill; 
His hameward Sails with Breezes ſpeed, 
And dinna a my Pleaſures ſpill. 
The full o'erlang will be his Stay, 
Yet then he'll braw in Siller ſhine 
Pie keep my Heart anither Dy. 
gyne Jockey will again be mine. * 4 


SONG XIV. 


IANA Hunting on a Day, 
iD Beheld where Cupid ſleeping lay; 
His Quiver by his Head ; 
One of his Shafts Te ſtole away, 
And one of her's did cloſe convey, © 
Into the other's Stead. 


When next the Archer thro” the: Grove, 

In ſearch ef Prey, did wanton rove; 
Aurelia Fair he f y'd; e 

Aurelia, who to Strephon's Pray” r Was 

* Diſdain'd to lend a tender Ear 
And Cupid's Pow'r defy'd. 


Soon as he fa the Rebel Maid: 

Noi know my Power, enrag d he 6 
Then level'd at her Heart: 

Full to the Head the Shaft he l 

| (ly harmlef toher-Breaft-it flew — 

For 60! was Dns Dart. 


B 7 — 


(614) 

Exulting then, the Wanton ery'd, 

Blind Urchin, lay thy Bow aſide, 
Thy Quiver be unbound: 

If Strepbon would my Heart ſubdue, 4 

*Tis not thy Play-thing Dart will do, 3 
But his mult give the Wound. N 


SONG XV. 


H EN the Roſe is i in Bud, and blue Vio + 
lets blow, 24 

And the Birds ſing us Love-fongs on ev ry Bough: 
When Cowſlips and Daiſes, and Daffidils ſpread, 
Adorning, perfuming, the flowery Mead. 

Our e eanly Milk ail. 

Is fill'd with brown Ale, 
Our Table, our Table's the Graſs ; 

There we ſit, and we ſing, 

And we dance in a Ring, 1 
And every Lad has his Laſs. | 'Y 
When without the Plough, fat Oxen do low, 'Z 
The Lads and the Laſſes a-Sheep-ſhearing go; 


Our Shepherd ſhears his jolly, Jolly Fleece ; 


How much richer than that which they ſay was 
in Greece! © 
"Tis our Cloth, and our Food, 
And our Politic blood, 
Tis the Seat, tis the beat, which our Nobles all 


fit on 7 
"Tis a Mine above Ground. f x; 
Where aur Treaſure is found ; 4 
n the Gold, tis the Gold, and the. Silver f 


' Britain, 


SONG 


ee, 
sONG XVL.., 
FROM beneath a cool Shade, by the Side of 


a Stream, 
] hus writes thy Philander, and thou art his 

Theme; | 
Thy Beauties inſpiring, my deareſt, I'll ſhew, 
There's nothing in Nature ſo beauteous as you. 
-* Tho' Diſtance divides us, thy Beauties I ſee, 

'* Thoſe Beauties fo lov'd and admir'd by me; 

TDiis hard to ſuppreſs the fond Raptures you 

r ; 
> Ye Gods, ye've made nothing ſo fair as my 
Come lovely Idea, come fill my fond Arms, 
And whilſt I thus gaze on thy numerous Charms, 
The beautiful Objects, which round me do lie, 
Grow ſick at thy Preſence with Envy, and die: 
Now Flora the Meadows and Groves does adorn, 
With Flowers and Bloſſoms, on every Thorn; 
But look on my Kitty, there ſweetly does blow, 
A Spring of more Beauties than Flora can ſhew. 


See, ſee, how thatRoſe, that adorns the gay Buſh, 
And, _ of its Colour, would vie with her 
ES baile wor lat = 

Vain Boafter! thy Beauty ſball quickly decay; 
She bluſhes—and ſee how it withers away. 
Obſerve that fair Lily, the Pride of the Vale, 
In * unriyal'd, now droops and looks 
Pa FRF. 


FT 


It 


| (ens) 
It ſickens and changes its beautiful Hue, 


As I gate on the River that ſmoothly glides by, 
Thus even and ſweet is her Temper, I cry: 
Thus clear is her Mind, thus calm and ſerene, 
And Virtue, like Gems, at the Bottom is ſeen. 
Return, O return, thou fair Spring of Delight, 
Enliven the Day, and give Joy to the Night; 
Thy Preſence alone can my Anguiſh remove, 

I ſicken, I faint for the Sight of my Love. 


5 
— — 


 $ONG XVI. 


| Ws you in her you love be bleſt. 
„ ' Ye Lovers, theſe Inſtructions mind; 
Conceal the Paſſion in your Breaſt, 
it Be dumb, inſenſible, and blind. 
But if with gentle Looks you meet, 
And. ſee the artleſs Bluſhes riſe; 
Be ſilent, loving, and diſcreet. | 
The Oracle no more implies, 


iii as. . £432 » Wn" $ 76) C74 be 
When once you prove the Maid fincere, 
* When Virtue is with Beauty join'd: 
Fhen boldly like your ſelf appear, 
No more inſenſible, or blind: 

Pour forth the Tranſports of your Heart, 

And ſpeak your Soul without Diſguiſe; 
Tis Fondneſs, -Fondneſs muſt impart, | 


* * 


The Oride'ho'more implies. 


Tho' pleaſing, fatal is the Snare, ag 
That fill entraps all Woman-kind ; 


| 


Ladies 


And bows down its Head in Submiſſion to you. 


+ &Y 


( 27 )) 

adies, beware, be wiſe, take Care, 14581 
FT Be deaf, inſenſſhle, and bling. 
But ſhould ſome fond, deſerving Youth, bak 


, | Agree to join in Hymen s Ties, 
1 We tender, conſtant, crown his Truth, 
85 F The Oracle 1 no more implies. 
een. 
BY # SONG XVI. 
y _ - <'F 
n As ſoon hope 8 Peace'twirt the Hawk and 
by the Dove, 
As to find it with. Woman ahd Man; | 
Or rompted by Hate, or incited by Love, 
_ 3g hey both will deceive when they can. 


2 3 oe Shepherd, forgetful of Oaths and of Vows, 
Will run to a Face that's more new; 
And often the Woman, or Maiden, or Spouſe, 
A The very ſame Method purſue. 


The Youth, to obtain the dear Nymph he ads 
mires, 

By Falſhood expreſſes. his Flame : 
To gain the-lov'&Boy, who her Boſom tre 
Does not Che exactly the ſame ? , 

2 How juſt's the Diviſion? Man's born to perſuade, 
. We liſten, and think him ſinceree: 
But then has not Nature been kind to the Maid? 

She gave her the Smile, znd the Tear. 
Intrepid as Heroes, Men ſnatch at their Joy, 

4 And force us by Storm to comply: 
We helpleſs poor Creatures, by abion made 


coy, 


Like 


| Conſent when we feebly deny. 


„ 
It ſickens and changes its beautiful Hue, 
And bows down its Head in Submiſſion to you. 


As I gate oa the River that ſmoothly glides by, 
Thus even and ſweet is her Temper, I cry: 
Thus clear is her Mind, thus calm and ſerene, 
And Virtue, like Gems, at the Bottom is ſeen. 
Return, O return, thou fair Spring of Delight, 
Enliven the Day, and give Joy to the Night; 
Thy Preſence alone can my Anguiſh remove, 

I ſicken, I faint for the Sight of my Love. 


8s ON G XVII. 


OU'D you in her you love be bleſt, 7 
Le Lovers, theſe Inſtructions mind; 
Conceal the Paſſion in your Breaſt, 

Be dumb, inſenſible, and blind. 

But if with gentle Looks you meet, 
And ſee the artleſs Bluſhes riſe; 

Be filent, loving, and diſcreet. | * 
The Oracle no more implies, * 


When once you prove the Maid ſincere, } 

* When Virtue is with Beauty join'd : 1 

Then boldly like your ſelf appear, . 
No more inſenſible, or blind: © I | 

Pour forth the Tranſports of your Heart, q 

And ſpeak your Soul without Diſguiſe; 

Tis Fondneſs, Fondneſs muſt impart, - 

The Oride'no more implies. 09 = 


| Tho' pleaſing, fatal is the Snare, 
That ill entraps all Woman-kind ; 


' 


Ladies» 


(27) 
Faches, beware, be wiſe, take Care, 
> you, 4 Be deaf, inſenſible,, and blind. > af? 
zut ſhould ſome fond, deſerving Vouth, 
Agree to join in Hymen's Ties, 
Re tender, conſtant, crown his Truth, 
The Oracle no more implies. 


Ed - 
bh 
q 
7 
. 


5 
a 
1 
"i 


ſeen. 

it, A 8 N G XVIII. 1 

. As $ foon lope for Peace twixt the Hawk and 
the Dove, ; 


As to find it with. Woman and —_— 
0. rompted by Hate, or incited by Love, 
Th hey both will deceive when they can. 
3 © The Shepherd, forgetful of Oaths and of Vows, 
Will run to a Face that's more new; ; 
And often the Woman, or Maiden, or Spouſe, 
The very ſame Method purſue. 


2X The Youth, to obtain the dear Nymph, he ads 
1 mires, 
By Falſhood expreſſes his Flame; | 
To gain the-lov'&Boy, who her Boſom inte, 
4 Does not Cloe exactly the ſame ?  , 
Z- How juſt's the Diviſion? Man's born to perſuade, 
3 Weliſten, and think him ſincere: 
gut then has not Nature been kind to the Maid? 
She gave her the Smile, and the Tear. 
Intrepid as Heroes, Men ſnatch at their Joy, 
And force us by Storm to comply: 
We helpleſs poor Creatures, by abion made 
coy, 


Like 


| Conſent when we feebly deny. 


(a8) 
Like Armies drawn * into Martial 
The Sexes call forth all their Pow rs; | 
And if for the Men Fw the Battle to Day, 
rid | 


To- morrow- the 


i enn. 
SONG Þ ©» 


E Virgins, * 2 liſten to 
What &ery Mother 25 . 
Be ruld by — and let's agree 


For I've been 0 d, and Pve been drubb'd, 
Till Tve been black and blue; f 
But Tl behave no more like a Slave, 


wiſh L may, dye if I do. 


Both Nigbt and Day, the prates away 

About my- being nice 

But I declare 'twou'd make you ſtare. 
To hear her dull Advice: 

She ſays, that I from Men muſt fly, 
Or Miſchief” will enſue ; 

But in all the Kind, no Harm I find, 
.T-with I may dye if T' do. | 


She ſays that Youth, ſtill blind to Truth, 
0 The Danger ne er can dell; £51 
And tis from Senſe, and Ex rience, 

That ſhe can talk ſo well; 
But if ſhe got Senſe from Experience, 4 
Ten the. may deren pont; I 25 


* 
1 
1} 
A 


* 


ru u 


1 v 


Ke 


1 1 N 


"Tis 
V 


ei 


1 longer to obey. * 


"2 


| C 19") 
Tu try to be as wiſe as ſhe, 5 
I wiſh I may dye if 1 don't. h 
oung Damon gay the other Da , 

Wou'd ftroggle for » Kils 7 nal 
1 pit nd. and cry d, and him did chide, 

th,;:what do you mean by this? 

"Tis wond'rous rude, that you'll intrude 
When I have ſo oft forbidz 


F I wiſh I may dye, if you don't make me cry » 


G 9 But I wiſh | may dye if he did. 


#8 Then T1” be free, ig young: 1 be, 
3 And let my Mother cold-; 1 
And Til deſpiſe being quite as wiſe, 
| Until I am quite as old. 
At forty three a Prude Pl be, 7%, 
And lay my Follies by; : '© *! - & 
But never till then will unn the Men, * 
If I do—1 wiſh 5 ay * | | 


L:1:*03V. 


O xx e 


e y 


4 C IDDY is Youth, yet above all: Advice; 


Vou counſel, and counſel in vain : 
I have try'd what is Wedlock, and like! it . is 


1 

"+ Il, 
E. We 
- 


That ru never be marry'd n 
The —_— — I pitch'd on Was comely, and 


"of 
| And fret as the Flower 7 the nn. WV 
wha 1 IT foil «0 be f 


C02 
She was OY as they tell me: gs irmight 


noob 1 


irſt & 
Of 


l| | » Then 

| But Til never be marry'd again. re 4 3 

| T faw the poor Creature laid deep in the Urne; 1 Nor 
My Tears they came pouring like Rain: TT ve f 


But as Sun-ſhine, you I yon d Wende 
2 ſucceed, F n | 
| Tquickly recover d again. 10 


a Fairjes, it ſeems to the Sight, 


hat 
Of 


Thro 
: Til fe 


And Fancy indulges the Rein: | Ti 
But alas When you-try it, tis all a'mear Cheat, © Tho 


And Ache ſame dull“ ale over Ry 
A $0NG XXI. 


THE RS ſtrip A Snow,” 
And ſteal its Fragrance from the Roſe, 
Jo dreſs their Fancy's 

Fain would I fing, but — are faint, 
All Muſick's Power s too weak to paint, 
= Fenny of the Green. 


- {Beneath this Elm, beſide this Stream, 

| How: oft I've tun'd the fav'rite Theme, Y 
©) !And'told my Tale unſeen : - | 
While faithful in the Lover's Cauſe, | 
The Winds'would murmur foft Applauſe, 

"WA To Jenny 0 of. the ( Green. | 


With my Soul reviews he Day, 
Wöben G2 k d 9. A the Pri of Mey, 
She hail'd the Sylvan Scene; 

; "Then ev'ry Nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 


Tho 


- 
> NA % 


Firk 


( a1 3 


mighW Of eum of the Green: 


: Dn me ſhe caſt her partial Exe, 
rave 1 Nor ſcored my humble Mien ; 1 


ather hat Day adorn'd the lovely Hair, 
Of Jenm of the Green. 


Through all the Fairy Eand of Love, 


45 Aru ſeek my pretty, wand'ring Dove, It 


* The Pride of gay Fifteen; - 


irſt ſtrove to catch theGiretoand: _— 19] 


T' hen deaf to ev'ry Rival's gebe. a "EY , f 


he fragrant Myrtle Wreath I wear, 


ene, Though now ſhe treads ſome diſtant Plain, 19 U 


Though far apart, PII meet again 
My Jenny of the Green. > 


Melt don the Hours between 
— when my meet the Loſs repay, 

n loit'ring Wing prolong my 17.5 

With Jenm of the Green. 0 


.$ON6G6- MAI. 


S near a Fountain's want! 
The bright Celiada 1 f 


Quick thro' the Air to this Retreat 
E A Bee —— flew, 
repar d to riffle every Sweet, n 
And gp the — f 


Drawn by the Fragrance of her Breath 


But thou, eld Time, dll ihat blef'd Night, 
That brings her back with ſpeedy Flight, Tg 


9 > 


Her Looks encreas'd' the Suu Price, - 
Her Eyes the Blade of DAN... 104 


1 


* * 


NY 
; ah 


»- 


- 
"AY 
** B he. 2... — 


(229 
Her roſy Fran we 1 03 
Where He in met bis Dat, 
And dropt upon the Ground. | 
Enjoy, bleſt Bee =D oy thy Fate, 
or at thy Fall repine ; 
Since Kings would quit their Royal Sts, | 
To ſhare a Death like thine. wi 


SONG WII. 


E LL me, my lovely —14 Fair, 
Why thus you ſlight my conſtant Flame, 
Tell me, why thus 7 muſt defj — N of 
And eaſe, oh, eaſe your anxious Swain 0 oY 


Loſt in a Maze of fiveet Delight, ; 
I wander o'er thy beuuteoùs Charms; 
Yet ſtill thy beauteous Mind, more bright, 
4 mA Soul with freſh Altus.” 


Why then, my Celis, this Di@ain, _ 
o one who loves bey x Fe? 


2 


Tou rather Pity to the 


Should give, thin add to bis Deſpair. 


web Snare and in Return 
ward with Love qour Faiebful run; ; i 
And in a mutual Haſſon burn no + 7 
That ſo we ever bleſt remain. 0 41 
2217 93 2 83 | 3. 12715 
Ne ene e. 


(23) 
so xx. 


THEN Fairies dance — on 
the Graſs, 
And revel to Nights awful Noon; 
O ſay, will you meet me, fweet Laſs, 
All by the clear Light of the Moon? 


| illis My paſſion I ſeek not to ſcreen 3 

| Then can I refuſe you your Boon ? 
I'll meet you at twelve on the Green, 
All by the clear Light of the Moon. 


The Nighti reh'd on a Thon 

Then N — Plains with ler 
£T use 

And glad of the Abſence of Morn, 

Salutes the pale Light of the Moon. 


byrfis. How ſweet is the Jeſſamine Grove! 
And ſweet are the Rofes of June; 
But ſweeter's the Language of Eove, 
Breath'd forth by the Light ot the Moon, 


Too-ſlow rolls the Chariot pf Day, 
Unwilling to grant me my Bon; 
Away, envious Sun-ſhine, away ;* 


Give Place to the Light Ache Moon, 


Ph1/l;;. But ſay, will you never deceive” 

The Laſs whom you 'tonq ter'd 9 win 
And leave a ſ6ft Maiden to nag 
_— by the Light of the 


2 08 Tk 


1 


4 

* 
2 
N 


2» 


(44) 
mr The Planets ſball ſtart * Spheres 
Ere I prove fo fickle a 


Believe me, I'll baniſh hy: Fears, 
Dear Maid, by the Light'of 9 E. 


Duet. che 
Phillis. Our Loves when the Shepherds hall 


T, hyr fs. Thus rod, their Pipes ſhall attune ; Sa 
While we our ſoſt Pleaſure renew, Ml 

Each Night by the Lightof the Moon. | | 

S O N 85 XXV. Fr) 3 8 d » 


"HEN yielding firſt * Flame, Who'll 
I funk into his Arme:: 1 

He fore -he'd ever be the . N 

Then rified all my Cham. 


| But fond of what he long — 
Too eager of his Prey, 
My Shepherd's Flame alas! expir'd, 
Before the Verge of Day. | 


My Innocence of Lovers Wars . 

Reproach'd his quick Defeat: a p! 

Confus'd, aſham'd, and bath'd in The uns 
I mourn his cold Retreat. Y 


At length, ah Shepherdeſs . Gd he, 
Would vou my Fire renew; ; 
Alas! you muſt retreat like me, 


7. 


a pl 08 


& 2 
0 * 


— 


*% * „ . v 6 
- * * - EE. PF x 7 C on + @ % ; * 
6 » 


( 25 ) 
SONG XXVL 


EAVE, Neighbours, mow Work, and to 
Sport and to Play, 
the Tabor ſtrike up, and the Village be 


e the Year Ra: more en 


r Ralph of the Mill marries Sue of the Green. 
oe Sue, and Sue loves me, 

Abd while the Wind blows, and while the 
1 Mill goes, 

ho'll be fo bappy, ſo happy as we? 


t Lords and fine Folks, who for Wealth ele 
a Bride, 
married to Day, and to Mbriow be cloyd ; 
Wy Body is ſtout, and my Heart is as ſound; 
amy Love like my * will never give 


Ground. 
4 love, E 


t Ladies of Paſbion the beſt Jointures wed, 
d prudently take the. beſt Bidders to Bed; 
h Signing and Sealing's no Part of our Alf 
ſettle our Hearts, and we ſeal with a Ki. 

; | love, Sc. 


heres, | 


don. 7 


ſhall 


\. TW 2b is not <ourtly, nor none of your 
5 Beaux, - ' 

r bounces, nor N nor wears your ene 

n W 


6 C In 


2 * poor Jenny, your Queen of the May! 


(26) | 
In nothing I'll borrow the Folks of high Life, | 


Nor &'er turn his Back on his Friend or his with | 
I love, Sc. 


While 8 able to work at my Min, 
While = — 8 kind, and thy Tongue bu 
ie ſti 
Our Joys ſhall: cantinue, and ever be new, | 
— ane * * Happy as Ralph and his Sue. | 


1 love, Gr. Ne E. 
| | 4 or 
8 0 N G - XXVII. J 1 bey 


* f 
WA 


Jenny. | CERN Winter has left as; the Tres A: 
ate in Bloom, 
And Conlip and Vi'lets the Meadows L 1 


While Kids are difporting, and Birds fill che Spray 4 
I wait. for my Jich to hail the new May. l 


vans. — the young Lilies my Jen 3 
: re ſtray d, 

Pinks, — and Woodbine I bring to mi 
Here's Thyme Hreetly felling, and Lavendr 


A al for my Queer) of the Moy. " 


r. jk} hy 1 fear 09 ined 0 bagai 
ad Ta Molly laft Night on. a Stil 
Tou ſugre that you d love her far, ever and age, 


al 2 


| (27) 

Life, „h. Young Willy is handſome i in Shepherd's 
s Wife green 

Sc. e gave rk thoſe Ribbands that hang at * 
| & re 

all, 4 ſides three fweet Kiſſes upon the new Har, - 
ue bu Vas that done like Jenny, my Queen of the 


entry.” This Garland of Roſes no longer I prize, 
nce Jocky, falſe-hearted, his Paſſion denies: 
e Flowers, fo blooming, this inſtant decay, 
Wor Jenny's no longer the Queen of the May. 


NF . Believe me, dear Maiden, your Lover 
= ou wrong, 
Frei our Name is for ever the Theme of my Song 
rom 5 Dews of pale Eve to the Dawning of 
au. 
ling but of Tenny,, my Queen of the May. = 


Fenny.” Again balmy Comfort wit _—_ 


I view, 
y Fears are all vaniſh'd, ' fins idee is tr 
hen 12 our blythe Shepherds N 5 
convey, 


hat * alone you've crown'd e of we 
** Of e Degee e young hovers d. 


near, 

u void all Suſpicion, whate er may appear; | 

0 i * Flo — your Eyes, if your Peace _— 'd 
# ray, | , 

2 hes: 3 oy dear Tenny, and han the new 


4601's 


*# © ” 5 
| - Tos *.% 
* 909 1 - 


C 2 sons 


: . — — — — 
— N -l — — P ‚ i A = 
= N = = 


. Fury and Rage, and Deſpair and Diſdan 
1 f Sun was commanded to hide his, NN Lil 
n 


But, never to change ; can a Lover do 1 : 


64.7 3 BY 

SONG XXVIL q 

O dear Amarylli young Strephon ha 

long 3 

Declar'd his fix'd Paſſi jon, and dy'd for in Song 1 


He went one May-Morning to meet in the Grow 
By her own dear Appointment, this Goddeſs 9 


Love: yt 
Mean while, i in his Mind, all her Charms 1 rr 
Tan per,. „ „ e 

And doated on each; can 4 Lover do more? 1 | 


He waited, and wajted; Wed changing is Strat 


the whole Courſe of Nature was alter a 
.. downright. - 4 
Twas his hapleſs Fortune to die and adore, 


Cleora it hap d was by Accident there; 

No Roſe-bud fo, tempting, no Lily 01 fair; 

He prefs'd her White Hand, nett her Lips 
eſſay'd, 

Nor i deny him ＋ ſo civit the Maid. 1 

Her kindly Com — his Peace did reſtore, 

And dear Amarylli- * more. 


725 he O N G1 XXX. 
E 2 of the Plain, who- once ſor 


FT 
= me ſo gay, a 
You aſk why i in Sorrow 1 ſpend the whole 9 A 


% $3 
1 * * 


29) 
Tis Love, cruel Love, that my Peace did be- 
| tray; 
Then crown your poor Phillis with Willow. 


he Bloom which once grac'd, has deſerted 
Gon 1 tis Cheek; p dle, T 

row! Eyes no more ſpar ongue can 
ideſs i I — ak, 2 Fig 

y Heart too fo flutters, I fear it will break, 
"ms bh Then Crown your poor Phillis with Willow, 


Tue" 4 e Lovers ſo true, that attend on my Bier, 
And think that my Fortune has prov'd too ſe- 

Strain 4 vere; 

Ah! curb net the Sigh, nor refuſe the kind 


Tear, 
Then firew all the Place round with Willow. 


Erect me a Tomb, and engrave on its Side, 
Here lies a poor Maiden, whoſe Love was 
4 « deny'd; 

She _ to endure it, but could: not, and | 
VN ce yd: 

| Thaw ſhade it with C ypreſs and Willow. 


8 0 N G NX. 
N . a ſmall olinſane Village by-1 Nature com. 


b leat, 

Pf a few honeſt Peaſants the ales Reweat, 

There liv'd a young Laſs of ſo lqvely/ a Mien, 

4 As ſeldom at Balls or at Courts can be ſeen: 

he ſweet damaſk Roſe was full blown on her 

7 Cheek, 

k The Lily diſplay'd all its White on her Neck, 
| C 3 The 


on his 


30). : 
The Lats of the Village all ſtrove to all, 
And AV, Rapture from | N. IN of . 


Firſt poor 5 cg fooke his Paſſion, - ill 5 
MET OO 
rying Wounds! he cou' and ki 
her to Death: 1 

And Dict with her Beauty was ſo much poſſeſs 17 
That bs. loathed his F 00d, and abandon d hu 
ſt; 3% Nr 
But ſhe cou d find Nothing in them to endear, _ 
So ſent each away with a. Flea in his Ear; 7 ITY 

And faid no ſuch Boobies' cou'd tell a Love- tale 


Or bri ing to Compliance ſweet NAN of the Vale 4 os 


/ 


Nuit, 


ay 
My : 


Till young Roger, the — of all the 82 

Green, 

Who Jate on a Frolick to Londen had been ; ; 1 5 gif f 

Dame back much improv'd in his Air and Ad In 

dreſs, ne 

And holdly attaek'd her, not fearing Succeſs: rr. 

He ſaid eaven form'd ſuch ripe Lips to 1 
kiſs' d, 

And preſs'd her fo cloſe that we cou'd not reſiſt; 

* 4 dull Clowns the right Way & 

__ brought-to hi r Freet NAN bo tel 


„ Wie. 


E. 
SONG XXXI. 
AREWELL, my Paſfora, no longer 


your Swain, 
uite ſick of his Bondage, can ſuffer his Chain; 
ay arm not your - Brow with ſuch -haughty 
Diſdain, | 
My Heart r with Joy to be free once again 
| Sing tol derol, &c 


n live like the Birds, thoſe ſweet Tenants .of 


vall, 
of 1 


4 
60% 3 
d ba 5 
ear, 7 ö 


May. 
ho always are portful, who always are gay; 
low ſweetly their Sonnets they carol all Day ; 
Their Love is but Frolick, their County but 


Play. 
Sing tol derol, oc, 


lt druck by a Beauty they ne'er ſaw before, 
In chirping ſoft Notes they her Pi implore; | 
she yields to Intreaty, and when the Fit's o er, 
vi 'Tis-twenty to one t At they nevermeet. more. 
o vo Sing tol derol, M 


tale 1 
Vale“ 


1 Ws 
* * 
— 
1 A ; \ 
8 7 ] 3 
e "= 
22 
, 


a, :  . 8ONG NN. 
1 
the 3 LIT H FTeckey, young and or ' 


. Is ail my Heart's Delight: 
2 He's all my Talk by Day, i vm alo 
And all my Dreams by Night. Tier 


if from the * Ide; 


6 Tis Winter then with me ; 


ö 
| 
if 
i 
+ 
' 
. N 
1 : 
}# 


| | 
if 
'' 


—— 1 - —_— . 


He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 
O the Broom, the bonny bonny Broom, 


4 o 
v ad > 


But when he tarries here, 
_ Tis Summer all the Vear. 
SONG XX. 


oi W blith was I each Morn to ſee 


My Swain come o'er the Hill; 
e leap'd the Brook, and flew to me, 
I met him with good Will, 
I neither wanted Ewe nor Lamb, 
When his Flocks near me lay; 


And chear'd me all the Day. . 


Where loſt was my Repoſe ; 
I wiſh I were with my dear Swain 
With his Pipe, and my Ewes. 


He tun'd his Pipe and Reed ſae ſweet, 
The Birds ſtood liſt'ning by: 
The fleecy Sheep ſtood ſtill and gaz'd, 
. Charm'd with his Melody : _, 
While thus we y=u our Time by Turns, 
Betwixt our Flocks and Play ; 
T envy'd not the faireſt Dame, 
- Tho' Cer ſo rich and qa. 4 
2 O the Broom, Cc. 
He did oblige me ev'ry Hour: | — 7 
Cou'd I — Faithful be obs 
He ſtole my Heart: could I refuſe 
What e'er he aſk'd of me! | 
Hatd Fate, that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn 


31 


— 

1 fy) r 

Wpccauſe I lo d the kindeſt Swain, 

| That ever yet was n 

A... the Broom, e. 

| e 11 * 712 ö * * * 
| oO XXXIV. * i 
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E R 'T thou yet fairer ne thou art, 
Which lies = in the Pow'r of Art; 

r had'st thou in thine Eyes more Darts, 
aan Cupid ever ſhot at Heart??? : 
et if they were not throwyn at me/, 
would not Caſt a ene \thee. - 


a 


85 


rd rather te Diſeaſe, 10 
Than court the; Thing! — bY | 
4 She that would cheriſh my Deſires, 
Muſt court my Flame with equal Fire:: 
What Pleaſure is there in a Kiſs, 


4A 
7 = 
To him that doubts the Heart ** bis? 


? 
” 
4 
1 


e 


l love thee not'cauſe thou art fair, 


2 


"JF Softer than Down, ſmoother than Air; oY * 
g 2 


1 Nor for the Cupidi that do lye, 
In either Corner of thine Eye: 
5 Would you then know whar it 


JF Tis I love 72 cauſe you love me, 


a me, ev'ry tuneful Bard, 
Oh! lend me all your Sul; 


. 
4 ow — _ 
_— — 
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In choiceſt Lays, that I may praiſe, - 
Dear Nanny of the ll. 
eng ont garfe {5 Sweet” Nanny, &c, 


How gay the glittring Beam of Morn, 


That gilds the Chriſtal Riſl! M. 
But far more bright, than Morning Light, e | 
Ghipes, ne of the Hill, -- | oft 
Dear r Ec Su 
The exyet Flower, de fair of late, 8 Peck! yt 
The Ev'ning Damps will kill; Watts When 
But ev'ry Day, more- freſh "and gay, Be 
Blooms Naum aof the Hill. he 
+ Sweet Nanny, Kc. et“ 
Old Time arreſts his rapid: _ -:: | Su 
And keeps his Motion ſtill ;- ud 
Reſolv'd to ſpare, a Face fo fair s o 
* Manny of the: i £15 1 So 
. Dear ' Nanny's, ke. le, 
To form my Charmet Nature has | - 
Exerted all her Skill; | == 
Wit, Beauty, Truth, and rofy Youth, nd 
Deck * the Hill. nd 
Deck Nattny, Ge. 3 Ka 
And now andthe feſtive Bo is = 
The 122 Bumpers fill; e. K 

Each he his Glaſs to my "dear Laſs, | 
Sweet Naum of the Hill. O f 
Dear Nanny, &c. 5 WT hi 
x = £O 
ö 122 7 An 

0 SONG | 
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HEN cer I meet my Cælia Eyes, 
Sweet Raptures in my Boſom riſe, 
My Feet forget to move; 

t, Ie too declines her lovely Head, 

oft Bluſhes o'er her Cheeks are pread 3 
Sure this is mutual Love. 


y beatin Heart is wra 'd in Bliſs, | 
® When e'er T ſteal a tender | 
9 Beneath a ſilent Grove: 

he ſtrives to frown, and puts me by, 
et Anger dwells not in — 1 | 

FF Sure 2 is mutual 

And once, O once, the oY Maid, 

As on her Breaſt my Hand was. laid, 

Some ſecret Impulſe drove ; 

le, Me, ber gentle Arms careſt, 

| * And to her Boſom A L 

Sure this is mutual 0 


4 Wand now, tranſported with her Charms, 
4 | \nd ſoft Defire my Boſom wifey of 
Forbidden Joys 7 —— | | 
Trembling for Fear ſhould comply, ny 
She from my Arms prepares tb fly, © 


ec; | 
C. "0 
Ny 


2 3 1 


72 


* 


1 


I z Though warm'd with mutual Love. | 


O ſtay! 1 cry'd— et Hymen's Bands, 
IF WT bis Moment tye our willing Hands, 
And all thy Fears remove 
A modeſt Bluſh Conſent expreſt,' \- © © | 
And now ve live ſupremely bien, DJ, x0 /858 
A Life of mutual Love, 

SONG 
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G | F 
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$'ON G XXXVIL 1 
RT 4 yon 
W N A T er hall the Muſe repeat, Fw 
What Verſe be found to praiſe wy Annie? | * 
On her ten thouſand Graces wait, „ 
Each Swain admires and owns ſhe's bonny. 
Since firſt She trod the happy Plain, 
She ſet each youthful Heart on Fire; H 
Each Nymph dbes to her Swain Complain, | | 
That Annie kindles new Deſire. : 555 
This lovely, darling, deareſt Care, 42 1 
This new Delight, this charming Annie e R. 
Like Summer's Dawn ſhe's freſh and fair, Win 
When Flora's fragrant Breezes fan ye : et 
All Day the am'rous Youths 'convene, om 
Joyous they ſport, and play before her; "JP 
All Night, when ſhe no more is feen, e SL 
In bliſsful Dreams they ſtil! adore her. 0 


Among the Crowd Amyntor came, Iro 
He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie If 

His riſing Sighs expreſs his Flame; 

His Words were few, his Wiſhes many.: 
With Smiles the lovely. Maid reply'd, 
Kind Shepherd, why how I deceive. ye } 


Alas! your Love muſt be deny d: 


This deſtin'd Breaſt can ne'er relieve ye, V. 
Young Damon came with Cupid's Art, bf Au 
His Wiles, his Smiles, his Charms beauiling.; 4 


He ſtole away my. Virgin Heart, 
Ceaſe, poor N ny bevail 10 0 80 
2 10 ome 


B14 


# 
% 4 
* 
bo 


1 
e brighter Beauty fo RE find, 
vonder Plain the Nympbs 


4 
Den chuſe ſome Heart + rela gol ; 
; ha Damon his own Ami. 


| 8 0 N G XXZ {UL 
H1 LD of the nals. Sakibla 680 
1 No longer in Confinement Jye; 5 or 
e, to Light thy thy Form diſcloſe 
ive the pangles of the wy. 


+ Rains are gone, the N ate oer, . h 
4 2 Winter retires to make 179 
Moe then, thou ſweetly bluking Roſe, PETS 
4 Tome, bee. Stranger, come away. 

4 


: © 


e Sun is dreſi d in beaming — 

o give thy Beauties to the Day; 
e Zepbyrs wait with gentle 5 
14 To fan thy Boſom as they play. 5 17 10 


= - 58 oN XA. 
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LL. ling to my Lover all Night and all 


d 22 0d 125 


LF 
# # av 
; + - * o 


s ever — 4, and frolick ati ga 
voicé is as weet as the eee, 
| IF ; well on his Bagpipe my 2 fob P 
And 9 a botiny young Lad is my Fardy, 804 . 


n ib + y $44; 97 2. J L124 
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EL Fi * 4 
Pg pM 
— 


— — 
r 
* 


CRY 
X * + 


wt. =. 
— 75 


(38) 
He ſays that he-doyes me, I'm witty and fair, 
And praiſes my Eyes, my 1er, and my Hair f 
Roſe, Vi'let, nor Lily, with me can 
If this nn latter, tis pretty I ſwear. , 4 
And a bonny, _ 


He kneel 3 at my / ꝗ — and oh many a Sel 4 

He cry'd Q! my dear, will you never compi 

If you mean to deſtroy me, why ſay it, Gf 

I trembled. 9G and anſwer'd, not I. Wer 
| And, 2 bonny, 4 + 


Around the call May-Pole he davces ſo ngat, | 9 
And Sonnets of Love the dear Hoy can re 
He's conſtant, he's valiant, be $ wiſe, 3 


et, 4 

His Looks are {0 kind, and his' Kiſtes Gf 
bY Ang a tonny, 4 

At Eve, whek the Sun ſeeks oſe in · the wa 
And May's tuneful Cboirifts all ſæim to their 1 Eaſe 
When I meet on the Green the dear You 

love beſt,.. I en 
Kos Heart * to burſt from my Bre: ere, 


Such ch a bonny, * 1 


Ine! how s the Meadows are moiſten'd vi 1 9 1 . 
"Come, — my dear Shepherd, I 1 


We Weder ebm other; both onſtant ad 
And taſte the ſoft Raptures no Monarch « i 


; knew. 
* And a bonny, © 


dp: 
SON 


(39 
Fee 69 


ENTLE Zenbyrs, dient Glades ba 


pany Streams and cooling Shades; 
pleaſing. $2 KM 1690 9 | 
Fans, ll to fied 2 
each tender Breaſt Grades. 


4 40 26. 72. Saales pleaſing, Ec. 


7 a the Gn Baltes briog. 
ere the warbling Choiriſts > Blas 00.9 a 
* Love inſpiring,” e 
5 All defiring,, BS. 
bp ro adorn the Infant Sp jos g rn 
Y ve, in Iri ing, Er. 


. a is - =} ” 7 


t us not, , woduwaing Fair, 
F Niet, roo gidenrt = e 


© fin 4 
9. K 


3 eme, 19 101! * 401. 
ver's Care. 


Ohl FS cis 890 | 


eee dean Bi | 75 WELL 
ere, for ever let me y_ F i e 
Blifs enjoying, ohn Nied 240 
Never cloy ing. 

ver loving, ever. bleſt. 2 

"Blige enjoying, Or. 


12 


80 N x11 4 
7 HEM Mes er Sure hl rt un 


«f aps a7 


q { paint the fleecy Clouds with Gold; 
7 D 2 Qn 


(40 ) 
On tufted Green. O! — me play's 
And welcome up "he Joc fa, | 

Wak'd by tha gentle Voice of 
Ariſe, my fair, Ariſe and prove, 
The dear Delights fond Lovers . 
The beſt of rler below. 


{1 1 12 


To ſote clear Rivers cons — 
Do thou my ha E 
In Concert wit purli 
We'll ſing, — 2 aſe 1 r- 
E er Night aſſumes her gl 

When Shadows 3 en o'er a . 
We'll to, yon Myrtle Grove repair, 
For Peace and —_— wait us there. 


#4 30 * 


8552 


20 


The laughing God thete' e kis Coun, 
And little Loves inceſſant ſport; 
Around the winning Graces Wait, 
Wa: And calm danger RR - NY | 
= 5 — e — 
| hile tendere nes Our 1 
1 We'll bleſs the Hour our Love begun, * 
The happy Moment made us 8 


115 71 22 », 
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Love! reliefs Vitor, ür, . 
O What *Breaſt, what Age, thy Power 18 
lapel —— — 4 

ret Vouth accepts t CAM IL; 

And n eee wears rs thy Chains 5 
| 


4 41117 "yp ' 
= When 
* * 


| 


_— | 
, { ; 5 TT, 
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(41) 
hen fair Amanda's Form our Exe f 
ich rapr erer, Joy inten ese 
4 1 4 vain the Soul to Reaſon flies, ak Nun 
Ho Love muſt Reafon fall a Pr of OF q 


. ber Approach why throbs my Hean? | 
l whence this pain |-pleating Smart, 
7 Which three my Veins in het - 


ell me, my Saul, can this be Love, 
do chus uſt Reaſon's Throne? | 5 
y' ſt thou, my , that this is Love? 
All conqw ring Love! thy Pow'r. L dos. 


o thee all Nature Homage pays, 
Unnumber'd Alters round affegd; \, 
y ftruggling Heart thy Will obeys, 


"Enchanted, by thy. Magick Wand, 5 


ne wiſe, the goed. the learn'd, the fied, 
PT. Reſiſt not Beanty's pow wrful Arms; 3 

i e rich, the por, the King, the Slaye, 
ol Alike fall 1 Victims to her en te 


ein 1 1 [83 H 


— 31 . 


= 


— 23 
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| 
F 
4 
Þ 


- lies 2007 £1 2195: 1189Þ 1009 vin ! exile 12 T 
Loe a ſceęt Paſſon, boui can ijt torment q 
. 1 If bitter, 10 $60,008,” whence Gomes, my 


pince I — Fleaſure, why., bald Lean. 


. plain, OJ in: A 
Or grieve at my Fate, fince 1 REF 


A vain ? 
D 3 Yer 


TY 
' 


| 


hea | 


al 


Vet ſo pleafing the Pain is, ſo ſoft is the Dan, my 
That at — — ray me, agg n Peel 
my 5 Lat lo * BY 


1 graſp ber Hand went, look — 
And by ee Silence. 1 cute my 10 


„ | 1 5 


known; | 
But Oha how in lewd, when ſokind the 0 þ 


prov e, 


en 
d | 


te] 


1 ſome blen Miſtike to difeoverther-Love. © 8 
I * hen ir * berry reals ell be a 
ud our Eyes eifeach Shur ler neither dn 
| name. 255 — 
N N 2% Ane — Ih v4 1 at 
8 0 N 6 NIN 
75 % 0 I Se 881 5 do 
1 met in our Village 4 9 ln pls A dn 
He d, and begg'd me a Moment | 15 
Then Hl and in in Language T,ne'er e 5 
, HL UG 10: 7F0 0 
He talk'd much of Love, PT OO 


bore. - —F 1 
But what was his Meaning l te not, I vor, | 
- Yet alas! my * —— I cannot tell hon. 


Fach Morning eſſamine, Vi'let, aud Rok, Þ 
Eee wh as oF 1 


lea 
* 


1 * 


197 L Furs 1 
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(43) 
my Feet the young Shepherd for Is ! 
teſting he never lov'd any but me: 
gazes with Tranſport, be kiſſes me too, 
d ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true. 


Men ] fee the big Tears Creaming quick from 

YZ his Eyes, 
8 kiſſing = Hand he vents thouſand fad 
ze do Sighs ; 

tells = no Nymph is ſo charming as me, 
4 Shepherd ve, ſo unhappy as be. 


1. why to me does the She epherd. .compl 


7 


Hay my bright Eyes are the Cauſe of his Ralo 
ed were I ſure, for his Fate I deplore, 
eat he ſuffer'd for me, he ſouls fu 9 ng 
! 4 more. * k . 
F do all I cou'd to relieve him, I'vow, * 
1 amy Heart might e tho' I cannat 
dent 4 tell how. dds 7A 
heal $0NG XI. v. 14 10 


arb. R INK to me only with thin 850 
d And I will pledge with mine; ** 
vou, eve a Kifs but in t Kap, r e 


how. And [11 not look for Wine. 


ze Thirſt that from the Soul doth riſe, 0 1 


1 Pooth aſk a Drink divine ; | 
. might I of Jove's Nectar ſup, 
fel, wou d not change for de 
5 my | 8 T . 
> | | d 4 N | = I ſert - 


At 


( 44 ) 


I ſent thee late a roſy Wreath, ' -'! 15 Peer 

Not ſo much hon ring thee; BA ut 
As giving it a Hope that there, 1 Ho 
R could not wither d be: es 


But thou thereon didſt only breath 2 
And ſent it back to mae: OOH 

Since when jt grows, and ſmells, 1 fear, 
Nor of itfelf, bur the. N 


Nees XI. VI. | N 
HEN Chloe Grit young Colin fav, Mt 
Approach with modeſt, diſtant Awe, I's ki 


In Habit neat and plain; 
The ſimple Maid too fond of Beaux, 
Of idle Pot? and glitt'ring Shews " 
4 the honeſt Swain. | 
up in Pleaſures of the Town, 
She bote on Colin as a Clown, I 
_ ſtill the Burden of her Song, 
Was, court me not, I'm yet too young. 


But he, well vers'd in Female Art, 

Soon div d into the Fair one's Heart, Cs 
Turo all het little PUG. $9 bg 

And is it thas you diſappro es 

My faithful Flame, 1 arent NY 
The gen'rous. Yout 

Can Tinſel. Charms y Your 55 trepan? 

A Fop's the Sh adow of a Man: ft 
Vet till the Burthen of her Song = % 

Was, court, S. 


My dear, Caid he, as you are fair, 
Be wiſe, and ſhun the gilded Snare, ; 
Of Fopp'ry and Grimace : Where 


} 


4 

1 7 2 

Wo 4 
» 


fk wo 


mere Health, and! Saul, „ 
Mc ch LE whole, OT ; 
ao vain cing and Lace] | 
eie Words a rhe tion 
_ ht the Blooming Y 1 0 
en fich Wich Wee : en « 10 
Te Sh 55 . 


Den ne his Neck... 
raven wer Ringjers break, . . 
Health glitter d in his Ryes ; 

ile Youth, and Vigour 'borteonſpirh,_ 

Wkindle Love, enflame Defire, ym enen? 
d bid foft Wiſhes riſe. WOT 
* Nymph receiv'd an ardent Kis, 

ASE arneft of her future Blik : © © 

2T hen chang'd the Burden of her Sang, 

iy Y o-Court me now-T m not too 1 


SONG. w 


| ELL me, Pride of . 
3 Are thy Paſſions all at Rs. „0 
1 ſt thou ao fand Palpitation,; . . Wot 
Like the Pantihg in my Breaſt, 25 
1 > tender far to be expreſs d ? | 
me, Celia, tell my Fate, © 
thou love, or doſt thou hate? 
tly ſmile with Approbation, A b fie 
2 _ kill _ he Wee 1. 401 
. See me ing, c It Du 
Tt, C. See me > = Fre | BG „? 
enjoy thy matchleſs Quite i 
take me, take me to thy Arms. 


D 5 | Kindlr, 


" yr Si 1 
4 


1 


5 


4 


Where 


as inert — — « 
* 


Kindly, cite? 2h r I 
Why, chat Bluſh, e 


Vield thee e 9. aſion, 
On ms ne 1 gy * 


To ſve” the Tory gies. 9 
Heav'n, what rapt'rous 5er Fo appear ! 8 


See the ündiltenibl'd Tear! 

Each dear Nerve with Tremor thrilling,  ' 

And her Eyes, haut fy: Killing J. 1 % & 
Sweet Con fen 
Paſt, 2 T bers —— 


Grateful may I live to prove. 10: 
How much doat, how much I: love. | 


5 © NG. Nit. oy 


E LL. me, Shepherd, halt thou felt 

4 Ex ry Paſſion Love inſpires? | 
Pleaſing Anguiſh, Sighs that melt, 
Rapt'rous Tears and warm Deſires? 

Haſt thou dy'd when Daphne frown'd? . 
At her Smiles forgot thy Chains? 

Come, and be a Lover crown'd, 15 

Take the Fool's Cap for thy Pains. T 


Haſt thou ſpent the flee eſs Night, . 5 

Free from Batchus and gay n, 4 
Haſt thou, at returning Light, | 
. Pin'd like any Tur: Dove? . | 
Haſt thou ſeen with Grief — 
Laviſh'd Sighs on other Swains ? 
Come, and be a Lover croun'd. 


Take the Fool's Cap for. thy dann 
175 1 in 9226) en "Hat 


W* ; 4 


+ A. as 


| 
| 
l 
| 
| 
' 


r 


es? 


9 


0 r 

aft thou, 'fearful to offend, "* --// 
Ne'er diſclos'd with honeſt T. 
hat her Beauties ſoon muſt end. 
Soon will fade the Flow'r of Youth? 


No; thou'ſt told the Swains around, 


That ſhe's faireſt of the Plains: 
ome, and be a Lover crown'd, 
Take the Fool's Cap for thy Pains. 


ho a Woman's Heart would in, 
Should his burning LL N 
f they find you ſuffer Pain, 
| Dying artyrs leſs ſhall feel: 
e who, ſtill in Sorrow drown'd, 
Sighs in lamentable Strains ; 
Let him be a Lover crown'd, © 
Take the Fool's Cap for his Pains, 


SONG XLIXX. 


7 OM loves Mary paſſing well, 

But Mary ſhe loves Harry ; 
vilſt Harry ſighs for bonny Bell, 
And finds his Love miſcarry ; 
For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, 
Tho' Mary lights his Paſſion 
8o ſtrangely freakiſh are the Turns 
Of human Inclination. 


\s much as Mary Theme ieves 
Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary * ; 
And:all the Flouts which Bel! receives 


From Tom ſhe vents on Harry. 


Hat 


Thus 


Thus all by Turks the and: and woo, ' 
No Tull: tad be truer g 5 
Each loves. he Object 
But hates the kind Puder. 


Moll gave Hal a Wreath of Flow'ry, . wy 
Which he, iv .am'rous, 11 4 3, mais 
Conſign'd to 5e * 


If one of Aff the en dee | 
You eber ſaw” People 
If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, | 
And all are in good Hatour, 


Then, Lovers, hence this Leſſon ras. 4 
Throughout dhe Brice. Nation, 

How muck it's ey xy one's Concern, 
To ſmile at Reformation : 

And till thro' Life this Rule purſue, 
What ever Objects ſtrike you, 

Be kind to them that fancy yo 
That oy you: love may _ 3 


$0NG 1. 


AIR Liebe 1 lelt with: am Deſign, 
To eſeapr frem her chaten and to grown 
1. 6 in Wine 
hut found when 1 came to depart, 
Tead, ant ill Love in my 


J repair d to "wy Reifen, intte led her A1. | 
Who — by my Cafe, and each Circum 


ſtance weigh d; 


t 2 


* 
purſae, 1511 1 
3 97 ez . 
611 F i d 3s 4 


7 1 W. 


T try'd it, 
The Wine in my! 


Bur 


(49 ) 
Then gravely. Prob d in Return to my 
[LU & di 77 | 9 192 wo hic! 


That Hebe Was faireſt of al thay was far, 1511 
2 


üs 
That's a” Trutb. gl T've no need no- de 
3 * taught; 1074 20; / os 1 
] cams far yaur, Coun 40 find gue Fouls: 
HON that's all + quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 

o find Fault with Hebe would 79 5 Nan 
What Ho then 2 las of Relief from my Paig, 
While lik FP ighitning ſhe darts thitey 3 each {HRT 

bing Vein! 
My Senſes. orprizd i in her papchf Arne 
And Reaſon confirms me a Slave to het CHarms. 


* 
1c „ oil bas ln Ens 23h: ul“ 29 ! 


8 —— r 50. . LI. 3 1 g * 9&1 5 
H i Woman al ell me Tm fall to = 


La, 
That I — my poor 22 and ſtick to 'my 
1 aſs; 
But to y ou Men of Reaſon, my Reaſons Til on, 
And if you dont like them, why let them done. 


Ahtho' I bave left her. the Truth. rh declare, 
x ſhe was good, and m n Ours he was 


But bet h Goodneks and Charms i in 2 Bumper 


1 ſee, 


That makes it t as good : and as chafriing as. the. 
My. Chloe bad Dimples and Smijeas I muſt own, 


But tho' ſhe could * yet in. Teen =s 
a could frown ; 8 7 1% ' 


* 4 Pa 
)} 391 But 


( 5a ) 


But tell me, ye Lovers of Liquor divine, % 7 
Did you e er fee a Frown i in a Bumper of Wine? 


i Her Lilies and Roſes were juſt in their Prime, 
Yet Lines and Roſes are conquer d by Time; 
But to Wine, from its Age, ſuch:a Benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They tell me that Love would in Time have 
been cloy d, 

And that Beauty's infi ipid, when once is en- 
3414 $:g4s IAC 

But in Wine L Ta Time and e defy, 

For the 14 rink the more thirſty am L 

Let Murders and Battles, and. Hiſtory, prove 

The Miſchiefs that wiit upon -Rivals in Love; 

But in Drinking, thank Heaven, no Rival con- 
4 


1 the more we love Liquor the more we are 


Friends. 


She too might have poiſon'd the Joy of my Life, 

Wich on and Babies and Squalling and 
trite; 

But N neither Nurſes, or Babies, can 
ring, 

For A Na: bellied Bottles a mighty good Thing, 


We horten our Days, when with Love we en 


gage, 
It j on Diſeaſes, — paſtens old Age; 
dur Wine from grim Death Gan its Votaries 


And — * rocber bs when there's one in 
the Grave. 


Perhaps, 


P3 


(5t ) 
Perhaps, like her Sex, ever falſe to their Word, 
She had left me, to get ati Eſtate ol A Lord ; 

— tg Bumper; regarding inoe!Tiflenor Felf, 
nd by. men, nee e and ue 


Then let my de 3 7 | 
She's rid of No Lover, and'I f my Pain: 
For in 1 mighty Wine, my. Comforts 


1 4 
Shou'd you ae what I ty us take A Buwper 


1 0 ligt: 


so In 


EAR me, ye Map duleriy Pn 

Til tell how Peggy grieves. me; 

ho' thus I langyiſh, and complain, 

. — ſhe neer believes me. 

* Vows and Sighs, like ſilent Air, IT 

nheeded never move herr 

At the bonn) Ruſa bean Traquait, © =\ 7 
"Twas there 1 firſt di love her! | aun 


That Day ſhe ſmil' a, and 8 me N 
No Maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
thought myſelf the luckieſt Lad, MFR 
So ſweetly . there to find her. 
I ſtrove to ſooth my amorous Flame, 
In Words that I thought tender 
If more there paſt, I'm dot to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


— _ — 1 
i . * © * 4 & > » 


1 


(52) 


Fed now ſhe frormfal-Gees the Blain; / fe 
/ Nc I bed ib 


it 0; 1 


The Fields we then. 
If er wentet the; ſhows 


And looks as ner acquainged.. | 
The bonny Buſh bloom'd fair in "= 


It's rel M Pll ay remember; 


| But der der Frownr"make it de.. 


It faces a in Detember. 


1 
Viladct 2 


Ye rural 4 who hear my "Strajns,; | 
Why? thug bould Peggy, grieve "me? + 
Sb! make her Partner in my Pains, . 
5 let her Smiles relieve 2 
not my Love; will turn · ir, 
My Paſſion no Ts te 2 1 


Tae theo Buchs N Traquair 


-- 


86 NG; III. 


vA wy a 
= a6 1 Lal 


ith you kit ak Tilt 2 and 
But hang me 9 rays 


Then en Monde: = crete 
a — let me longer 

ith you Plb toy, 

But hang. we 1 I marry: 


Tho Charms * Wit aſſail, 
The Stroke I well can any; vr 
J love to kiſs, to toy, and pla, 
But do not chooſe to marry. 


64 4 


. © * Young 


* 


148 $4 
22 


e Wage ee 7 


we e = 


— 2 


(53) 


Lounge of the Dale 

2 Makes a mere Slave of 3 

* Becauſe Hen They: had toy d and nad. 
f The fooliſh Swain wou'd mary. 


Theſe fix'd Refolves, my Dear... 
nw I to the Grave will carry: AW 
Wich 2 III tex, TU kifk, and plays. 

* But ahn nne af: 


$0NG „ Bnet 


ORGIVE, ye ; Hs take i rus. 
F If aught too much I do; 
Permit me, while I give my Song 
a To give a Leſſon (on; . 
— Let Modeſty, that Heawneborn Maid, 

** Your Words and AQions grace; Lo | 
'Tis this, and oniy this, can way: op 


120 . — 


- 
: 


& 


New Luftre G your Tape. ©! ft: ON k 77 ; 
'Tis this which pa your 1 c. boa 
Beyond the Bow u Vi 155 ON 


And ev'ry real Bluſh beſſ 
The Goodneſs of the — 
This Index of the virtuous Mind 2 


Your Lovers will adore; ; 2 


l 'Tis this will, leave a Charm behind, 


When Bloom can charm no more... Js who 

: Inſpir d by this, to idle Men a ng | 

7 ith nice Reſerve behave ; © © : 
And learn by Diftance to maintain 


The Pow! r your Beauty gave. 


| ( 54) 
For this, when Beauty — decay, 
Your Empire will proee | 
The wanton pleaſe but for 2 Day, 
But ne'er ercate Reſpect. 


With this their ſilly -Jeſt HI 
When —4 e intrude; 

Nor think'the Man is worth your Love, 
Who ventures ta be 'rude.- 

Your Charms, when cheap, will ever pal, 

They ſully with a Touch; 

And tho' you mean to grant not all, 
You often grant too much. | 


But patient let each ; virtuous Fair 
Expect the gen'rous Youth; _ - 
Whom Heav'n has doom'd her Heart to ſhare, 
And bleſs'd with Love and Truth. 
For him alone preſerve her Hand. 
And wait the happy Day: 
When he with 24 can comman 


And ſhe with Joy obey. + 
80 N 8 Lv. 

HEPHERDS, wou'd you bars! peak Let v 
us, | In 
You muſt every Humour try; While 
Sometimes flatter, —— teuze * In 

Often laugh and ſometimes cry : 1 * 
Soft Denials are but Tryals; _ Take 
You muſt, follow when we ly, | Ea 
| 4 ag Give 
My 


SONG} 


i GH 


(35) 
SONG LVL 


WEET are the Flow'rs _—— the ; 


Field; 
Sweet is the Smell the Bloſſams yield; 
Sweet is the Summer Gale that blows, 
And ſweet (tho' ſweeter You) the Roſe. 


Survey the Gardens, Field” add Bow'rs, 
The Buds, the Bloſſoms, and the 14 's 1 
Then tell me where the Woodbine. 

That vies in Sweetneſs with the Roſe. 


. Ne nn 


E Gentle Winds, that fan the Sea, 
And wave the fraprant Bow'r; 
Bear hence my Sighs, and haſte to me 

The Swain whom I adore. | 


In vain fair Flora ſpreads her Charms, 
O'er ev'ry Hill and Vale; 

While abſent from my longing Arms, 
Is Roger of the Dale. 


Let wanton Nymphs and Swains * ? 
In ſenſual Live their Days; 
While I my darling Youth enjoy, 

In Vinue s ſmiling Rays: 


Take all the falſe Delights of Courts, 

Each glitt'ring Beaux and Belle: 

Give me, with harmleſs rural Sports, 
My Roger of the Dale. | 


a as 


SONG 


(56) 
SON lem. 


7 DULD'ST1thou'all the Jo "rant 
That enraptur'd Lovers g | 
Take a tart from Fulſhdod free, * 
Take a Heart that doats on thee” | 


en 351 vo del il 3 132. 


Nice d jealous Tran” 5 5. be | 
Still creat the Vip E _ | 80 a 
| timid Care remove, a N 2 2 


Then ea 
Lou can ſmile, and I'can love. 


0 * 


Bleſt with thee, profuſely ga 

Time ſhall wing hi filing WG, 
Ever blooming encreaſe, in N 
Tranquil Liberiy, and P . bug 2 


Oh! let Kindnefz rae thy Brea 
Smile my pantin Heart 

Sweetly ſmie, and thou fhalt py 
We can _ an — nt 15 5 


8 ONG IX ier 
HEN "ite by fond Damon Fliyel 


as ſeen, + 
He ſlightly regarded her Air and her Mien: 
The Charms of her Mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm' d gs a Lover, but cool as a' Friend: 
From F nan not n yo pens didi, 
move, 1 „400 1 3718 
And the Swain N his Heart: was & Stranger Mark 
to Love. 


9 192 


PY > 


New 


( FA JL 
ew — he diſcover's;: 2 more ſhe was 
own, 
Face grew a Wonder, der Taſte wa his 
ez: i ;5 f 
Her Manners were gentle, ber Senſe was refin'd, 
And ob! what dear Views beam'd arch mager 


Let Na the SapRion of Friendihip he flrovey 
ill a Sieh gave the Oinens: nd he'd; it was 


> | Lov ve. 1 ' IJ 
—_— ow 2 to be conquer'd, by ſighs for the | 
' . a air, ' p 


rows dull to all Pleaſure, but being with ins ; 
He's mute, while his Heart-Seriige are ready 
to break, unn 
Tor the Fear of Offendin forbids him to ſpeak: 
And wanders, a al e to prove, 
Chat Friendſhip with Woman is Siſter to Love, 


Lever, thus conquer d, can ne ler 05 Offence, 
Not Bures to her Smiles, but a ave to her 
_ niſe : 
lis Paſſer,” not Wrinkles, nor Age can allay, 
ince founded on that which can ;never decay : 
ad Tunes. that Ml — don _—— re- 
wwe, i 4 
creaing der Reaſon, increaſes his Lore 


SONG IX. 


AS T E, haſte, Philſis, hafte, tis the 
| firſt of the May: 
Hark the Goldfinches ſing, to the Wood let's 


away: 
We'll 


16 


3 


649 
wen place hepal Pink, an dn an 


I've wellig to whiſper;alone in your Ear. 


Sbe. 17 me, fond Swain, it has often beer 

* : 

The Wood nt: her” 

And a wither'd old Gipſey one Day 

Bid me ſhun the thick Wood, 250 Al e 

thing beſide. 

He. Tis all a meer Fable, there 7} e to 
fright, 

There W all Day, and. no Spedtres 2 

= 

No. DC but Cupid helieve me is "ny 

And Cupid's an Urchin you ſurely can fear. 


Sbe. For all I cou d ſay, den arriv'd at 
Wood, 

Who knows 3 you might dare 1 
de rude: 

80 1 bid you farewell, and confeſs Tm 

Lett Lett Cujid and You be too hard for a Ma 


He.” His _— you wiſely a at once ſhou'd a 


For pray whan: As' Life? "tis 4 Pain vibes 
Think how Youth like the AP wad unga 

. ther'd;. will fade, 
| Then \ vv comply, leſt you die an 0 


She. By Language a3 artful, W 


won, 


Thus courted, the rickled, was Were and t 


A 


\ 


(59) 
a II _ than truſt the fine Things you have 
| 21 

*. t my Beauty decay, and I die an old Maid. 


He. _ not I'm faithleſs, and falſe : 2s the 
i bi 
ru be true as the Turtle, as fond and as kind; 
Will lead you to Pleaſures untaſted before, 
84 ay 2s can. a Moral do 
more 


The, 1 at once I comply, for I cannot 45 
05 
To-morrow to Church with my Shepherd Tl 


To the Wood next, tho' Cupid fo talk of be 
there, 


With Joy Pll away, and adieu to all Fear. | 
She. Ye 3 to the Wood never venture | 


| NOS 
Till the Prieſt j joins your Hand, you muſt an- 
{yer no, no. 


He. Ye Swains, ſhou'd your: fair ones be deaf 
to you ſtil], 


You mult wear. the ſoft, Chain, then they'll go 
| where __ will. | 


ON LX 


AX LI FL "when 1 in her Bloom. 


Adorn'd with ev'ry Grace, $4 2 
4 at once my Doom, 

By Glance of heay'nly Face. 
* 


IF 


Each 


( 60 ) 


Fach Smile, compleatly ſwect, 


Did all my Soul furprize ; 
No Pleaſure could I meet, 
When from my Celia $ Eyes. | 
Thus raviſh'd with her Charms, Den 
My Flame I ſtrove to tell; do 82 9273-207 10] 
Wiſhing within her Arms, - Na y 
A might'for ever d well!?! id y 
* Muſick next I try'd, 2700 Wit 
| +, In, Sounds of d e, 3 a 
Forbear, at laſt ſhe'er 2 d 
And bluſh'd, and figh'd again. n | 
9 this 
This Happineſs divine, 3 _= 
Iſtudy d to improve; TY mel 
She promis'd to be mine, N he C. 
And ty'd the Knot of Love: . | 
Which Rey n hope. will wY | 
Sacred, as ſhe is true : * 
Tilbin one Grave we ſleep, 5 rn 
And bid this World adieu. 1 B 
| ow mi 
SONG. TAIL 22. 2\ Ands 
my b 
10 Love be a Fault, and in we thought My 
Crime, 17 12 H. 
How great's my Offence, bear you Witneſs, The 1 


O Time: I we 
The Days and the Nights, and the Hours EL To be 
they roll'd, } take 


Lou know nay be felt but are near to "be 
told, 4 ene With 


F . 


* - * 
* - * 
Onelt - 
* 


2 ͤ % wo 


(661) 
Dne day paſt away, and Ae ag: but 
ve; 

nother came on, and the ſame Thing did 
prove : 

he Sun it grew tir d till to look on the fame; 

ut I grew more pleas'd as the next Momeart | 
came. 


ſaw you all Day, and all Day 1 with new Gab, - 

nd yet every Day was to me as the firſt; 

hus fleeting Time paſſes with Down on 3 
Wings, 

nd 3 this i, reſt unenvied, ye 

| 1 4 4 

this ms, — be my adyes, ye Fair, . 

nd if I muſt ſuffer for what is ſo raren: 

rue Lovers hereafter this Wonder ſhall tell, | 

he "ot. of my Death was for . too 
we 


30 NG III 


HE Lawland Lads think they are fine, 
Bat O they're vain and idly gawdy : 
ow much unlike that graceful Mien, ex 
And manly Looks of my Highland Laddjel, , ; 
my bonny Highland Laddie, . -. 
ght 2 My handſome, ſmiling, Fight land Laddie, 
lay Heav'ns ſtill guard, and Love reward 


tneſs, W The Lawland Laſs, and her Highland Laddie. 


irs as 1 vere free at Will to chuſe, 

rs bY To be the wealthieſt Lawland Lady: 

o be uke zoung Denald without Tres, 7 { © 
' by 

— 

The 


wal Bonnet blew, aud belted, Plaidy. 
10 921 34 1 20 my. bonnx, 7 | 


* 
. 1 * 
One 6 
* 


(362 
The braveſt Beat in Borrows-Townj \ 
In 'a his Airs, with Art made ready, 
Conipard to him, he's but a OOi. 2 
_ $ finer far 1 in's Tartan Plaidy. 


malen ie O'my bonny, E. An 
00 er Benty-Hills with = FS. That 
And leave my.Lawlang Kin and Dagy : De 


Frae Winter's Cold and Summer's Sun, IF 


He'll-ſcreen me with his Highland Pally: / 
my bonny, De. * 


A painted Room and ſilken Bead. Pd t 
Hay pleaſe a — Laird and eau. | 
But can $f and be uf lad . x ad + 
K 4 Buſh in +Highland Phidy.. f 
O my bonoy, 02 


Feu Conti between us paſs, : 

Ica' him my dear Highland Laddie; 

"And he ca's me his Lawland Laſs; 

Syne rows me in nn his Plaid. 
O my bonpy, Ec. 


Nae 4 8 Foy reer petenz A ne 
Than tb that his Love prove true and leady; 1 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 


While Heaven Laws my Highland Laddie 
0 my bonny, oe. 


US 11 a — Bon, il ehe 


the Heart, 1 210. te, 4a 
Tate thuwws * round on the Grafs by 


=” _ Wb 


(6630 
he Lover who talks & bis Sulf rings and 


Smart, 


Deſerves to be * an Aſ 


be Wretch who fits watching his illgotten Pf, 

And. wiſhes to add to the Maſs. got 

ſhateer the Curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 

Deſervey! to be reckon'd an Als. LOS 

The beau who, fo ſmart with his. wellponder'd 
Hair, 1 01K 191 10. 11 

An Angel beholds i in his Gus, go 4 5 f. 

nd thinks with Grimace to ſubdue all the! Fair, 

| May juſtly be reckan d an A ꝗ oo 177 


Ky: TEC 7 7 


ſhe Ware from Cums to Climate will 
ey, 


Of E 2 the ealth do pant 1 Ye 8. 
And oft while he's VOSS: my Lady at 


[Rigs the e oms of of an Ox on an As.. TY” 


grave; when hepyts in hi Plea, 
— — well cover'd with Braß . 23 


m boo he ralk to 116 Purpoſe, he pockets 3 our Pee 
„ wang — 3 good Friend, xte the Aſs. 


\- I, — 
— - 4 


Y, 8 


1 Phyſician, who knows err il, we 
dene dae e Prccuc in ih Cas; ; 
r a File may confide in s "* 


Bat Death proves the Doctor an Aft. 
* bn A 


[ hen Bars Cora be — * and, gayzu1 

Turns take the Bottle and Las 

* bo his Pleaſures puts off for a Da 1A 
1 an A & de 

Ti: ©: E 2 8 ON G 


| (699) 


, » 

* „ * — „ 7 
ö ' 
. + * & 0 


s 0 N. G LXV. A | ; 
' E Prigs» aha . with Conſcience A. 
Qualms, Then 


Wao ever are praying, or chanting of Palms If 
Come liſten a while-and I'll ſing · you a Song * 
3 hoon your Eyes, and you! (ll ſe Right t fron ay. 
In Claret alone you ſhou'd place all you! Hope, id w 
There's more Abſolution in this than the Pope Thi 
Tu the famous Elixir Salutis of Life, - - - 
With this you may face either Devil ot Wife 
Your Mars and Apollo, ſpite of the Schools, 
And Jupiler eke, to our 1.55 are Fools; 
When his bleſſed Spirit enlivens our Clods, 
Each . r in pir d with the Pow'r. of th 
8: * PUNE WW © 2» 
Not — is fo valiant, when Watetichen Pre 
| * 20 : 
Wit Not WE, Gs, when th, uſtice we ſme ; 
| ove half ſa rompens | in all his Amours,, 


| ndert away...from, moms | 15 
= 3 noi boon won, ov 25201 T ou pr 
| My Meek e ge for they ei my 1 55 Lac 
eligion Te are m le and Laſ 4 

My Church is ghe Tavern e is en 


nd thus I go on till che Saint, is deceas d. 
And when I no longer can revel and roar, - n 
But muſt patt with my, Bottle, my Friend, nandF his f 

my Whoreg 221106! +19 en Dot 
Embalm me in Ularet, pay Rites at my Shrine lord b. 
Thes "_ I * 1 dead: Paundlvide res 


8 O NA 


9 
Ss 


” 
r 
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* ” 0 * K * 
(4 Nou % bie * 10 


SONG LXVI. . 


WES A 8K if yon Dama, . Riſe EE 
ende! Pons 8 the kr kg ! 

[hen each Shepherd that et, 
if dear gem fair Was TAY we bo 


ay. will the Vulture leave his 25 
And warble N52 the ky 
Hope zid wanton Li nets quit 


Pope i Then doubt thy sende | 

ſhe & of. War i Herr ans aod Ch 
ride in Splendor-ſhine:/; arg ro nage 
. dar, eee 0 — 
Be fair Suſanna mine. oY ile 5 


of th so 0 pom. 


n pro A S Che came into the Room Cuther Day 
5 I peeviſh began, where ſo long cou'd 
ſmok you ſtay? 

a I your: Tia L you never regarded y 

Afet d Haeur, 


ou promis'd at two, and lock, Child, tis fouf, 
Lady's Watch needs neither Figures no! 


is enough Rad 'tis loaded with Baubles and | 
Seals: : 1291 130 

8 x ſo heedlefs, no Mortal can bear: 14 

0 hus een With» ee Ale, N 


* ord bleſs me, ſaid ſhe, let a Body IM pia, 
divide re's-an-ugly hard Roſe. bud fall'n into my oy 
NA ' 3 


"Lag 


Y 
t fron 


Aud forgot ory? ord. tema no: liave t id 


Breath the Flutes, and lead the Dance: 


(66 ) 

It has hurt me, and vex'd me, te ſuch a De. 
gree, IXI 02 0 C 

Look here; for you geyer believe me. pray lee 


On the — 858 dat "what 4 a Mark it/hy 


So aying⸗ der Boſom the careleſs diſpla 6. 
Fhat Scene of Delight I' with Wonder ſurvey'd 


514 ET "BI te 


9 0 NG . ILXVIIL. 
E E Fe Conqu'ring Hero comes! GP. 
Sound the Trumpet, beat the a Aud 


Sports pre nn 1 39. 
Songs of Tri riumph- to him ſing, - t 


See the God- like Youth advance! © 


Myrtle Wreaths, and Roſes twine, 
1 deck the Hero's Brow divide. * 8 


oo D - 
Lg 2 Whi 
= . o Sell nt at once in 1 eite 46 find, | By 
| The Form, of a Venus with Pallas's Mind Alon 
et'the Girl that'Tlove have bur Prudence | A 


21 


„View. „ 
That thio' ſhe Aeceive, I may Ky, tink te ot 


ii true: „ 5 13. But - 
| be ber Ferſon not 'beauteous, "ut. v. 
2 t clean len O 14 { 6] i 15 By 
Ler her - ber be.” cle lefg and ahen hell Not 
| Mien: N. 


By Folly, Ill riature. Mor Vanity lex; aol l- Not 
Nor jndebted td Paint, "fob Wit gor for Red, N 


* x4 * Mz 


(69) _ 
a De- May her Ts 10 drfad x eapon in wot 


oY le pe 1 10 night uh, and bs 10 per- 
| it/hy ex; 


Let ber not be too bold. nor frowh dt a Jeſt; - 


4: N ror Prudes I. deſpict nd Cpguets L deteff?- 

rvey May ber Humour the Taſte of the Company 

re laid | ae mM To 0431 362 211 aer AR 

_ Not mw, iſe, vor top pert with her 
Go.i{nd 1 the Fair, that is orm n N 

43 Bit y 

«a And M1 560 By for 1 mean Af l 

Ert cag., „a: Ii n n ot v 

5 7 8 1 oh 4 v1. 

| so N OT 


ALINT HA. ceaſe m my Love. to blame, 
Nor bid me from ihoſe, Eyes retreat: 

O let me ſtill indulge my Flamm 7 
And breathe my Fondneſs at your Feet. 

While abſent from you, like a Dove, 85 1 
8 By Fortune ſever'd from it's . 191 TOYS 

ind Alone, diſconſolate, I. xove;,, e om A. 

And droop, and mourn my rigid Fas, 101150 


1 Efforts Reaſon cou di impart, 1279 128 1 


* to rid me of my — N 1 1 a * TH 7 
But all are fruitleſs, in my Heart e | 


Your lov'd Idea ſtill remain 25 1 


Not Books, that once were-wont'to p mk 
Not Muſick's Charms, that Goth " 0 

We friendly: Converſe: now can eaſe: - 

Nor ought hut You my Joy reſtore 


12 


** 


FD 


 When'firſt ttiy Love 1 did echte: 4 


'Then ah! dear Treaſure of 


* 


W a 0h. pm 


Thoſ © aa 

_4 hoſe Ch: th 4.0 my;Bre 

Still pre lt eve dy D ream 255 . 

Thus while I wake, thus\while I. | ay 130 73 
Malintha, you my Mind contrnul? .’ . 

My; Hearvin um am'rous Bonds yau keep; 

And Teign the Soy'reign of my Saul. 


179 * *& NO NX 27 55 


Hy will my Celia, l Maid/ 
| Her ever faithful Slavg F upbraud, | 
Aud ſay be is unttue? 
Why will you, fair 1 ſtill reprove 
My Paſſion, when I ſay Llp ve, 

And love alone but 2 


Obi baniſh Jealouſy thy . 
That Enemy to 7 Reſt, 
Think on the Pains I bore, . 


* 
4 *+ / 
: p * Fr 


. - i 
* 
- 
' manners} 
Fa * 
4 


Think on the Torments, now — 9 
Nor let me ſuffer mord 


No more your faithful Stre - ine, 
Believe me, — ra cen: . 
That ever. I proſe - 2A nc: 
1 
Doubt thou no longer to be F 
ne en 9 5 701 


SONG LN. ho 


Th 
« EL 14, behold this end Bessie 1 
Where the rich Down eee. 


( 69') 

seem 2s they were contending each fe 2 t 
With Cælia's Breaſt, with Cælias Cheeks. 

ow blooming ſtrong in Nature's Pride, 5 

It courts you to It's: wa. Tg ex n. 

This Opportunitq deny d. 6 207] 

To-morrow's Dawn may _ its Waſte 


ze warn'd, my Dear, and know, like this, 
| How:ſhort a Sway! has Beauty's P. r: 
great, but tranſitory, Bliſs; j \ 
A gaudy,, but; a ſhortdiv'd Flo, r. 
lor think, ſuch Charms as/ thine, were meant 
For Mortals only to admire; - -- | 
ot to inflame alone, but lent E 
To ſhew thy Pow r, to quench Re E Fire. | 


SONG LXXIIL ig 


HEN * your Beauty appears in its 
Graces ahd Airs, years 

All * as an Angel. new dropt from the 

kies oF ä 

t Diſtance I gaze, and am awd by my Feats, 

90 ſtrangely, . fo eq" you dazzle: N 


Eyes. 
a ut when without Art you kind Thoughts 7ou 
impart, W . 
When your Love runs in Bluſhes through 
ev'ry Vein; 
| Vhen it darts from your Eyes, when” it kau 
. in our Heart, | 8 23 J.91% 
© | Then I know you're a Wag,” a” Worn 
teak, | * k _ | There's 


Seem 


0 550 


"There's a eh and Pride in our- Sex, þ ere 


in „he. * As 
| And thas thight:L graiify both, wou'd I d Dre F 
An Angel appear ta each Lover beſide, It's 


But ſtill be a Henan. a Woman to: pour” t R 


aN mi 28 en GWE; « WC 

N LAXIV.. N 
id ei, e 31; 1 1 3%; 
SPIRING S. — gladlome Raj 
Invite the Mu pg yr" bud ET 

Prone o'er the Eaſt his Flame Ado!” g J. 
- To'uftier/in the Spring. n aide 
Great Nature gives the ſoud Alarm, 10% col 
And all her Works appear; 
Reſuming & ry wotited' Chuf mm 


To bleſs the riſing 1 AO: 
The Fields o their liv 


Pomona's Bleſſin 8 
d Flora does the pt 

With vern on nin Ky” 1 
pena e men Revd, A 
bepherds make Eſſay z 
ts A around the'enamel'd Mead. | 
Their wanton Lambkins play. g 


51. J: 


Mark ＋ two Lovers in the Groys, . 
Beneath che friendly Shades | 

Hark! how the, Swain declares his Love, 
Te the enamour d Maid: 

Where Trees appear with Lease in 
And warbling Birds proclaim 

(Cheer d by the Sun's aliy ning Heat) 
Tbeit little am'rous Flame. A 


From 
u D. 


In Pu 


Here 


(7r) 
ere Lebe in all it's Sweets reſides, 
As when at firſt ordain'd; „ 
pre Pride, and e ry Vice beſides, i OF ol! 
It's pure Delights had ſtain'd :- 5 
Rakes their ſtupid Joys declares j 
They” re ſenſeleſs of the Bliſ, © 
hich all the few that's happier ſhare, * 
T. th' rr rural Kiss. 


« 
— 


hink! Britons, think on Kings foveve, 
Who rule i - — Clime: 
here nought but barren Fields , 
ol Thro' the revolving Times: "_ 
ere Liberty and Plenty ſmile, 

And Peace extends again 

et Olive Branch to glad the Iſle, 

And * 000 George $ Reign. LT 


. ' 0 
1110614 +» oi * 


7 Ml SONG. LXXV. n 


Io 7 ID you he e'er x Shepherd, ye Nymphs 


RG paſs this Way, 
+, {crown'd with Myrtles, and all the gay”) Verdure 


of Mey! 

is my Strephon ; O I bla once more to 
my Eyes: 

From bis Lucy in Search of new Pleaſure he | 


flies; 
I Day have 1 travell'd, and toil'd oer the 
Plains, - 
In Purſuit of, a Rebel that's ſcarce worth. the 


Pains, | 


1 Tale 


1705 

Take Care, Maids, take Care, when be fla 
and ſ wears, 

How you truſt — own Eyes, or believe yo 
own 

Like the Reſe-Bud, in x hy ev 'ry Hand heil 
invite, 

But wound the kind Heart, like the Thorn 5 

of Sight: 

And _ me who-e'er my falſe Shepherd « 


She'll find bim a Conqueſt chars m wont 


the Pains. ” 

Three =_—_ at my Feet did he languiih-: . 
h 

Ere he rin a kind Word, or a tender Re F 
Love, * » ©. and Truth were 15 Than w_y 
that he ſung, ; d ma 
And he en Pw his Soul 1 was a Kin to hi d his 
F ſar : 
Too foon ""believ'd, and reply d to habe C 
Strains, g 
And gave him too _ my Heart for hi Thilſt! 
n Pains. ar-gan 
hilſt t 


The Trifle once gain' d, like : a Boy at his - Fes 

Soon the Wanton grew weary and ang it away; he M 
Now. eps * my Love, from my Arms bee 

$ 
In Search of — as ſilly as I: 
But truſt me, v ho- e er my falſe Shepherd detains,þ: Wit 
She'll — — a Conqueſt that's ſcarce wort N Vi 
the Pains. | 


Beware, 


(73 

ware, all ye Nymphs, how ye ſooth the fond 
Flame, | 98 EE 

2 in good Time all the Sex are the 

&; | | . 

ke Strephon, from Beauty to Beauty they 
range, | 

ke him, they will flatter, diſſemble, and 
change ; L 

d do all we can, ſtill this Maxim remains, 

hat a Man when we've got him is ſcarce worth 
the Pains. 


SONG LXXVI. 


E that a Cuckold is, let it not grieve him, 

For — his Wants there is one to relieve 
im: 

may ſleep quietly while his Wife's waking, 

d may be free from Care, void of Pains-taking; 

d his Condition is not to be ſcorned, | 

eſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 

be Captain upon the Sea prays for, fair 
Weather, 4-27 0 welt "no At, 

ſhilſt his Wife and the Maſt Gail both together; 

ar-gazing on her Back at the Moon's Motion, 

hilſt the poor Cuckold is at his Devotion. 

Yet his Condition is, &c. 


he Merchant beyond the Sea ſearchin 
Treaſure, a Las Aid — 
nd tho” his Merchangize be out of Meaſure; 
et if he kiſs a Girl while he is ranging, 
is Wife repays him a Bill of Exchanging. 
Yet his Condition is, Cc. 
war, F or 008 


er Re 
heme 
to hi 
o hi 
or hi 
Play, 


away; 


ms be 


Ss 


tains, 
worth 


674) 


The greateſt Lawyer that ever was lent us, ut if, 
Often returns his Wife Non eff Inventus; Mou a 
And if he ever ſo wiſe in his Place is, 
She wil {ill find that a Flaw in his Caſe is. 

' Yet his Condition is, Ec. 


The VE! States-man that e'er was applauds 
Needs not to laugh at a Citizen horned ; 
For if it's true as in ancient Relations, A ; 
The City Dames do obey the Court Faſhion 

Yet his Condition is, &c. oer t1 


Whilſt the poor Parſon with Zeal is expoundinz A ups 


Telling the People their Sins are abounding ; she 
Many a luſty Lad to his Wife pay their Tyth zut if 
While he's a preaching Amendment to thei Che + 
Lives. 
„„ Tet bis Condition is, Sc. Wooks | 


You that are e Cuckolds, let this be your Comfor Ne T1 


There kad others between this and Ruff vet 
Brethren Al in 4 Row ſhake Hands together, 1 
Never diſdain for to wear the Bulls Feather 

07 "as For your Conditions: are, Ce. 


* — -- W 


8 0 N G' LXXVII. 


HO ae Faſhion, 


Can bluſh, and be ſincere; 
T tbaſt her in a Bumper, : 
It all the Belles were hereee 
n Nane een e {99 


EE 


ls 


(79) 


s, ut if, oh ye Mortals, theſe Tricks ye purſue, 
3 Pou at laſt cheat your ſelves and the Devil 


| cheats you. 
8. | 


Se. 


aud 


SONG LXXX. 


ANNY's fairer than a Flower, 


But uncertain as the Wind ; 
ver trifling with a Power 

Meant alone to bleſs Mankind. 

low with Smiles her Face adorning, 
She to Love my Heart invites ; 

ut if Love I offer, ſcorning, | 
She with Frowns my Paſſion flights. 


ſhion; 


Oc. 


1ndin? 
ing; 
Tyth 
o the 


Sc. ooks that ſpeak the tender Paſſion, - 
c Words that wear the Sound of Love; 
* Things whiſper Inclination, 


vet no Sighs her Heart can move. 
miling Miſchief! fly Undoer! 

ther, Tho to Love her Looks invite; 
ather I my Lips I ope to woo her, 
Sam baniſh'd from her Sight. 


|! thou God of pleaſing Anguiſn, 
If indeed a God you be ; | 
each the Tyrant how to languiſh, 
Make her Heart and Eyes agree. 
Ir if willful ſhe refuſes 

To obey thy Law divine; : * 
-— Wake the Man, whom firſt ſhe chuſes, 
Wh Treat her Heart as ſhe does mine. 


Sing tantararara Maſks” all. 


F BI 


— (80) 
SONG LXXXI 


SIT17 HILST Youth and Beauty join 

| pleaſe, | 
The preſent Bliſs enjoy; | 

Youth flies, and Beauty ſoon decays, 

And Time on ev'ry Charm will ſeize: | 
Then, Celia, be not coy. 


Behold the Lily as it grows, Virtu 
White as thy ſnowy Breaſt; 
Obſerve the fragrant, bluſhing Roſe, - 
Such rival Sweets thy Lips diſcloſe ; 
View theſe, and make me bleſt. 


When Nature's in her beſt Array, 
In Spring's gay Robe attir'd; 
When imiling Phe#bus gilds the Day, 
Like thee they ſhine, like thee look gay, 
And are like thee admir'd. 


But when bleak Winter's chilling Shade 
Deforms the gloomy Sky; 
Their Bloom decays, their Glories fade, 


Low is their. Pride of Beauty laid, 95 
They droop their Head, and die. 255 
SONG ILIXXXI. ys, th 

. | 2 i t let 1 
PRING returns, the Fawns advance, {ith ey 
Leading on the ſprightly Dance: or vair 
Oer the Fallow, o'er the Glade, | ch Ch 
Thro' the Sunſhine, thro' the Shade; vile : 
Whilſt J forlorn, and penſive till, vr Lov 


Sit fighing for my Daffodil. 


(83) 
dur Senſes thus ſhe feaſts with Joy, 
From Nature's richeſt Treaſure ; 

+ me the other Senſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with Pleaſure. #/ 


SO N LXXXVI 


JO W'RFULL Guardians of all Nature, 
O preſerve my beauteous Love ; 

ep from Inſult the dear Creature, 

Virtue ſure hath Charms to move. 


S ON G LXXXVIL 


7 HO'LL buy a Heart? Myrtilla cries, 
þ And throws around her wanton Eyes, 
n eaſy Shape, a graceful Air, 
Face like lovely Hebe's fair ; 5 | 
y, Pair of Eyes that wound at Sight, 
nd foil the Diamond's piercing Light. 


; SONG LXXXVIIL 


join 


OME hither, ye that long to prove, 

The Soul-enchanting Joys of Love, 
uickly, quickly come, for he 
uys, that bids the moſt for me. 


t let no ſordid 'Wretch preſume, 
Ce, With even Cræſus“ Wealth to come; 
| or vainly hope for Gems or Gold. | 
ch Charms as theſe can cer be ſolc. 
d vile a Change I ſcorn to make 
or Love's the only Coin I take. 
SONG 


* . 
54 : & ling 
9 * 
- 
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8% IXXXIX. T; 


HO! Mars, Rill Friend to Fance, An 
ä Has lent it Palms on Land ; 

By Sea our Arms advance, Ho 
And claim fupreme Command. 
For naval Empire, France contends in vain; An 
Neptune do Britain gave the * I 


Our Squadrons thus employ'd, Mu 
Lo! Gallia's Trade decays ;. . 

The Nerves of War deſtroy d, 
What Prince can Armies raiſe? 


Fird by bis Country's Fame, 
' Hawke to th Engagement flies; 
His Conduct Shouts Fin ml 
And Vi&ry is his 2 


Hail Alziem's darling Son! 
Thy ueſts ſtill increaſe: 
A few ſuch Trophies won. 
The Gaul muſt ſue for Peace. 
For naval Empire, &: 


* Fi. * 40 


s ON G xc. 


O thy Banks, gentle Stour, when I bre 
the ſoft Flute, 
To Czlie's ſweet Accents, Attention ſat mu 
To her 'Voice with what Tranſport I fv 
the ſlow Strain, 
Oz return'd dying Meaſures in Echoes a9 


e, C. 


[ bee 


it mul 
I (i 


(85) 
Little Cupid beat Time, and the Graces around 
Taught with even Diviſions to vary the Sound. 


From my Chloe remov'd, when I bid it complain, 

And warble ſmooth Numbers to Tooth: * 1 
S ain 3 j i 

How much alter'd it ſeems, aothe riſing Notes - 
flow! 

And the ſoft falling Strains how infpidly ow! 

I will play then no more fur tis her Voice 
alone, 

Muſt enrapture my Soul, to de its Tone 


8 O0 NG XCI, 


HE dull unanimated Wretch 
That can, without a Sigh, 
Behold ſoft Beauty gild. the Face, 
And Lightning point the Eye; 
Delighted with th' infipid State, 
Aſſumes grave Wiſdom's Air; 


Like thee, and thanks his . Stars, 


That he de fies the Fair. 


Unenvied may'ſt thou fill poſſeſs, 
What cer ſuch Wiſdom. brings; 
Whilſt I in Love my Hours employ, 
And ſcorn both thee, and Kings. 
To ſoothe the various Ills of Life, 
Its tender Joys were ſent: | 
And wanting theſe, th' unfeeling Hear 
Is its own 3 t 


* 
7 . * 
F # 
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CY 
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\H E 8 Lads think = are e fine; ; To 
' But Oh! they're vain, and idly gaudy ! 
much unlike that gracefu' Mein, 

And manly Looks 3 my Highland Laddie ? 
Oh my Sohn y Highland Laddie, 
My — charming Highland Laddie; ; 
May Heaven ſtill guard, — Love reward 
Our Lawland Laſs, and her Highland Laddie. 


If I were free at Will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland Lady, 
Fd take young Donald without Maat, 
With Bonnet blew and belted Plaidy. 


The braveſt Beau in Berrows-Thwn 
In s his: Airs, with Art made ey 
Compair'd to him, he's but a Clown ; 
en s finer far in's Tartan _ 


er benty Hills with him PII run, 
* wth my Lawland Kin and Dady ; 
Frae Winter's Cold, and Summer's Sun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his Highland Plaidy. 


A inted Room, and ſilken Bed, | 


| y pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Lady * 
But I A; kiſs, and be as as} D 
Behind a Buſhin's Highland Plaidy. "23 
Few Compliments between us paß, er 
I ca? him my dear Highland Laddie ; une 
"Ok 's me his Lawland Laſs ; Unhurt 


| bk me in beneath his Plaidy, N Nor dre 
a 


nn 


| (89) 
In wild, tumultuous Bliſs I cry, 
O] Delia, now be kind: 
She preſt me cloſe ; and, with a Sigh, 


— | To melting Joys refrgn'd. 

dy Ira 
1 80 NG XCVI. 

ie 770 

' Cannot change as others do, 

lie; Though you unjuſtly ſcorn; 


Since that Swain, that hs for ou, 
For n , 
No, Phillis, no, your Heart to move, 
A ſurer Way Ill try; | 
And, to revenge my flighted L ove, 
Will ſtill love on and dye. 


When kill'd with Grief Amyntas lyes, 
And you to Mind ſhall call, F 
The Sighs that now unpity'd rife, 
The Tears that vainly fall : 
That welcome Hour, that ends his Smart, 
Will then begin your Pain; 
For ſuch a faithful, tender Heart 
Can never break in vain. . \ 


$0NG n 


DIEU, ye Streams that ſmoothly flow, 

Ye vernal Airs, that ſoftly blow ; _.. ©© 

Ye Plains, by blooming Spring ir 1 
Ye Birds, that warble thro' the Glade. 2 


Unhurt from you my Soul could fly, 
Nor drop one Tear, nor heave one Sigh ; - 


But 


Na 


( 90) 
But forc'd from Celia's Stiles to part. 
All Joy deſerts my drooping Heart. 
O! fairer than the roſy Morn, 
When Flow'rs the dewy Fields adorn ; Jobs 


Unſully'd, as the genial Ray, 

That warms the gentle Breeze of May. 
Thy Charms divinely ng : 
And add new Splendour to the Year; 


Improve the Day with freſh Delight, 
And gild with Joy the dreary Night. 


'$0NG xm 


E LIA, wou'd — fix the Heart, At tl 
Which your Eyes bave Captive made, Old Te 
Do not truſt in Beauty's Art:; Tho 
Soon the Roſe and Lillies fade. | or Ti 
*Tis Good nature, Wit and Truth, Tha 
That with laſting Charms can bind 2. In 
Theſe endear the Joys of Youth, _ Tilt: 
And plant Friendſhip in the Mind. ve Lo 
8 Till 
SONG XCIX. : 
G To. LE Love, this Hour befriend me- 
- A Tomy£Eyes reſign thy Dart; 
Notes of —.— Muſick lend me, 


To diſſolve a frozen Heart. 
Chill as Mountain Snow her Beſom, 
Tho' I tender Language uſe: 
'Tis by cold Indiff rence frozen. 
To my Arnis, and to my Muſe, 


(95) 
And Venus her Swans, Doves and + 7m 
Each of them might paſs for Wyr. 

he Pruſſian can vapour and ſwagger, - 
Jobn Cembs (wears his Kingſhip's a Lyar ; 
But Neither dare venture his Dagger, | 
In Combat with charming Mell Weyr : 

Old Poets pretend for Diverſion, 

The Phenix ariſes from Fire; 


But Flames, by the Rule of Inverſion, 
Ariſe from that Phenix, Mall Weyr. 


Shou'd the Pope take a whimſical Notion, 
To dub me a Monk, ora Fryar ; 

d offer my Vows, with Devotion, 4 1 
At the Shrine of that Idol, MA Weyr: + 

Old Tencin his Titles wou'd barter, | 
Tho' Clergymen Honours admire ; 

or Title of Knight of the Garter, 
That circles the Leg of Moll Weyr. 


ike Inſects, that friſk round a Candle, 
Till ſcorch'd by it's Blaze we expire; 

Ve Lovers baſk, flutter, and fondle, 
Till we dye by the Eyes of Moll Weyr. 


— 
9 


de, 


SONG c VH. 


* 13 


d me- 


N Tree-top'd Hill, or tuffted Green, 
While yet Aurora's Veſt is ſeen; 
Before the Sun has left the Sea, 
t the freſh Morning breath on me. 


o Furze-blown Heath, or Paſture Mead, 
Jo thou my happy Footſteps lead; 25 


See 


(96) 


Then ſhew me to the pleaſing Stream, 
Of which at Night ſo oft I dream. 


At Noon the mazey Wood Fl tread, 


With Autumn Leaves, and dry Moſs ſpread; 


And cooling Fruits for thee prepare, 
For ſure I think thou wilt be there. 


"Till Birds begin their Evening Song, 
With thee the Time ſeems never dong: 
O let us ſpeak our Love that's paſt, 


And count how long it has to laſt. 


Pll ay eternally, and thou 
halt only look as kind as now; 
I aſk no more, for that affords 
What i is not in the Fore of Words. 


8 Oo NG CVIL. 


A 8 Le on purple 'Tap' fry lay, 192 
And ſlept the tedious Night away ; 
Well warm'd within, 
With ſparkling Wine, 
I dera with Virgins briſk as May, 
To dance and ſing, and wanton: Play. 
The Shepherds all together flew, 
And envious glanc'd, and look'd . 2 
And ev'ry Swain 
Upon the Plain, 
'd, and & &-y9ul me 100, 
ad to do. 


Both envy 
That J with Virgins 
An ani'rous Kiſs I wou'd have ta'en, ' 
But waking found my Hopes were yain : 


The! 


Are 
And h 
Ch: 


dhe alc 
Mal 
dcatt'ri 

Gi * 
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Of 


(97 
Then curs'd the Day, 
Whoſe glaring Ray 
Bereav'd me of ſo ſweet a Pain, 
Then ſtrove to ſleeg, and dream again. 


$ONG cm. 


HEN Lucinda's blooming Beauty, 
Did the eager Town ſurprize; 
trephon foremoſt paid his Duty, | 

And there fixt his wond'ring Eyes: 0 
Like to Lilies, mixt with Roſes, 

Are the Tinctures of her Face; 

And her brighter Mind diſcloſes, 

Charms we no where elſe can trace. 


She alone, the life of Pleaſure, | 
Makes the Ball, the Park, the Play; 
ecatt'ring round her radiant Treaſure ; 
Gives her Slaves a golden Day: 
et whoſe Thoughts are too aſpiring, 
Of her magic Power beware ; 
Learn to live by ſtrict Admiting, 
Love ſhe tortures with Deſpair. 


SONG CIX..,.. 
APPY is he, whoſe quiet' Breaſt 
N With Thoughts of Greatneſs ne'er oppreſs d, 
ith penſive Fear, or Frowns of Fate, 
an his own eaſy Bliſs create: 
How like the humble Country Swain, 
Vho makes a Pleaſure of his Pain; 
ho in his Fields and Shades can find” 


ontent to pleaſe his even Mind. | 
The! G How 


d; 


1. 98 ) 

How nimbly he the ad doth trace, 
With what Delight walks o'er the Graſs ! 

Now pleas'd ſurveys the verdant Flow'rs, 
And pretty neighb ring ſhady Bow' rs. = 

/ Thoſe twining Trees, and ſhady Leaves | 
Such Shelter form, as Sol deceives: 
Where rapt in virtuous Joys he's bleſt. With 
ith Tranſports of Delight and Reſt. 

There the fueet Murmur of the Stream Z 
His Senſes lock in 2 ng Dreams: We! 
Say ! what proud Monarch then can be 
So happy, or ſo bleſt as He ? * | 


$ONG cx. 


B RIGHTES T Sylvia, lovely Creatur: 
Young, with Innocency bleft ; 

Nature ſhines in ev ry Feature, : 

Fair by ev'ry Swain confeſt. 


Sweeteſt on of wy Paſſion, 
Only Pride, and chiefeſt Care, 

Strephon, train'd in rural Faſhion, 
Vows, as faithful as thou'rt fair. 


Nature's Pride, by Art unaided; 
Bloomin fair as blooming Spring ; 
Sw et, as ſweeteſt Flow'rs unfaded; 
© Chafte, as Dew on Zephyr's Wing : 
S$trephon triumphs to adore thee, 
Charms like thine his Soul has won; 
Who can linger, when before thee, 
To adere fo bright a Sun? 


N. 


(93) 
The Rebels ſhall fly, as with Shouts we draw 


nigh, 
And Echo ſhall ViQory ning: 
Then ſafe from Alarms, we'll reſt on our Arms, 
And Chorus it, long live the Ming. | , 


With _—_—_— and ſtout, we'll repel the bold 
ut 
And follow fair Liberty” s Call; 
We'll _— the Foe, and deal Death in each 
w, | 
Till Conqueſt and Honour crown all. 


Then Commerce, 0.ice'more, ſhall bring Wealth 
to our Jhore, 
And Plenty and Peace bleſs the Ie ; 
ThePeaſant ſhall quaff off his Bowl with a Lavgh, 
And reap the ſweet Fruits of his Toll. 


Kind Love ſhall repay the Fatigues of the — 
And melts us to ſofter Alarms +» 

Coy Phillis ſhall burn, at her Seldier's Return, 
And bleſs the brave Youth in her Arms. 3 


8 ON CIV. 


H EN firſt fair Myra caught x my Eye, y 
Struck with bewitchmg Grace, 

I aw mild Sweetneſs painted lye 
On her enticing Face. | 

Her ſweeter Voice Apollo's Lyre 

Attended with a Song; 

Newly compos'd with heav'nly Fire, 

By his Parnaſſian Throng. 


(094) 


On her Admiſſion to the Brook, ' See m 
Where chyming Muſes play ; _ WI 
Thalia brought with pleaſing Loox For tl 

This complimenting Lay : 51. Wi 
Aſcend, and taſte the happy Spring 1 While 
Of Mel'dy and Delight; An 
Who like Melpomene can ſing, Death 
Like me ſhall alſo write. Ta 


To thee a Power is hereby giv'n, 

Your Poet to infpire; » — 

A Power which many Gods in Heavin _, 0 
In vain from us deſire. 7 0 


O Charming Myra ! with Delight 
Thy Service I embrace; , FI Em 
What e'er your Strephon hence ſhall write, If the 
His Myra's Name ſhall grace. Wok R 
CAMS CY... 
HY Beauty, Moll Mogg, ſhall no longer, 
The Tenants of Pia inſpire: * A 
Thy Sun-ſet muſt yield to the ſtronger , B 
| And Orient Beams of Moll Weyr. This e 
The Goddeſs of Love, and her Graces, - And 
With Hebe did jointly conſpire, * | plucl 
To call ev'ry Charm from their Faces, And 
And deck the accompliſh'd Moll Weyr. Still 2. 
Pandora was formerly gifted, Wit 
By all the celeſtial Choir; As if t 
But now all her Glories are ſhifted, | 85 And 
And center d in lovely Moll Weyr. © All the 
If Cynthia ſhould lay by her Arrows, To 
Minerva her warhke Attire; - © no Fs, 


r | And 


ger, 


And 


Þ . 2 ER 
See my dying Eyes are pleading, 
Where a broken Heart appears; ; 
For thy Pity interceding, © © 
With the Eloquence of Tears: 
While the Lamp of Life is fading, 
And beneath thy Coldneſs dies; 
Death my — Pulſe invading, 
Take my Soul into thy Eyes. 


SONG C. 


O UN D S tho' chanting) can't relieve 
thee, | 

Do not, Shepherd, then deceive thee 3 
Muſick is the Voice of Love: 

If the tender Maid believe thee, 

Soft Relenting, kind Conſenting, 

Will alone thy Pain remove. 


SONG Cl. 


By TELY on yonder ſwelling Buſh, | 
Big with many a coming Roſe zn 

This early Bud began to bluſh, 
And did but half itſelf diſcloſe. 

| pluck'd it, tho no better grown,  . 
And now you ſee how fu tis blown. 


Still as I did the Leaves inſpire, 


With ſuch-a purple Light they ſhone,. 8 


As if they had been made - of —_ 
And ſpreading ſo would flame anon: 

All that was meant by Air or Sun, 
ho. this young Flow'r my Breath bas done. 


(92) 
If our looſe Breath fo much can do, 
What may the ſame in Forms of Love? 
Of pureſt Love and Muſick too 3 1 
When Flavia it aſpires to move, 
| When that which lifeleſs Buds 
To wax more foft her Youth . 


SONG cl. 


| LESSD as th' immortal Gods is he, 
| The Youth who fondly ſits by thee; 
An hears, and ſees thee, all the while, 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile. 
Twas this depriv'd my Soul of Reſt, 

And rais d ſuch Tumults in my Breaſt ; 


For whilft I gaz d, in Tranſport tot, y 
My Breath was gone, my Voice was loft. But wi 
My Boſom glow'd, the ſubtil Flame Her 


Ran quick thro' all my vital Frame ; 

O'er my dim Eyes a Darkneſs hung, 
My Ears with hollow Murmurs rung: 
In dewy Damps my Limbs were chi 4 | 
My Blood with gentle Horrors thrill'd; 


My feeble Pulſe forgot to play, - , Return 
J fainted, ry WN . | As — 
8 0 N 6 c : 
TAN D 3 m biave * 
e e * f N 
And all in full Chery Ape | 


We'll fight for our King, the 1 ally fing, 
And let the Wor know wel be free. 


( 99.) 


$ONG CXI. 
8 May in all her youthful Dreſs, 
4 * ay my Love did once appear; 
A Sprin 22 adorn'd her Face, 


he ole and Lily flouriſh'd there: 
Thus while th' Enjoyment was but young, 
Each Night new Pleaſures did create; 
Ambroſial Words dropt from her Tongue, 
And am'rous Cupid, round did wait. 
But as the Sun to Weſt declines, k 
The Eaftern Sky does colder grow's ; 
And all its radiant Looks reſi | 
To the pale Moon, that rules 3 
So Love, while, in her blooming nes 
My Chloe was all kind and * 
But when Poſſeſſion nipt e 5 
Her Charms like Autumn dropt away. 


SONG CXIL 


| #- E ſmiling Hours, a joyfull Train, 
On filken 435 waft again, 

The Moments of Delight; 4 
Returning Pleaſures baniſh Woe, 
As ebbing Streams recruited flow, 

And Day fucceeds to Night. 


SONG CXIII. 


0 N a moſſy Bank reclin'd. 
Beauteous Chloe lay repoſing ; 
O'er her Breaſt each am'rous Wind 
Wanton play'd, it's Sweets diſcloſing: 
G 2 Tempted 


6100) 
T empted with the . Charms, 
Colin, happy Swain, drew nigh. her; 3, 
Softly ſt ole into her Arms, 9 | 
Laid his Scrip, and 8 Fl her. - Whi 
O'er her downy panting Breaſt, 
His delighted Fingers roving, + 
To her Lang his Lips be preſt, 
In the Extacy of EP Hh 
| Chlee, waken'd unh his Kiſs, RY 
\ 2? Pleag'd, yet frowning to conceal i 3 
= Cry'd, true Lovers ſhare the Bliſs; 
hen AR Clin, wou d 2 ſeal it * 


Lg 


x Thoſe dear Eyes, — ſoſt they TONY 1 
Feel my Heart with Rapture beat; 1 
ed Pleaſure turns cn_ to An ce N 

When the Fran et. 

Look not ſo an le dnl 
Celia, I ſhall die with Bliſs 3 N 

Yer, yet turn thoſe Eyes Sai me, ho 1 of | 
Who'd not 822 ee es | 


Cake 199g / 


n 1 
n. 4 ? 1 
14 1 - * * 1 G 
— 
1. 
2 % 


— 


| 687) * 
Nae ter Joy il e'er pretend f 
Then bach Love — true and lay; „ 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 
While ae preſerves wy r 2 dude 


SONG xc. 


E FO RE the Urchin well cob'd go, 
PE She ſtole the Whiteneſs of the Snow, 
Ind more that Whiteneſs to adorn, 
She ſtole the Bluſhes of the Morn: 
tole all the Sweetneſs Odour ſheds, - * 
On Primroſe Buds, and Vrlet Beds.” N 


till to reveal her artful Wiles, 

She ſtole the Graces ſilken Smiles; 

She ſtole Auroras balmy Breath, 

And pilfer'd Orient Pearl for Teeth : 

The Cherry, dipt in Morning Dew, 
ave Moiſture to her Lips, and Hue. 


Theſe were her Infant Spoils,. a Store z — 'CT 
And ſhe in Time ſtill pilfer d more: 1 Ws 
At twelve ſhe ſtole, from Cypric” . in 3h 

er Air, and — — ien; | 
Stole Juno's Dignity, and ſtole e 
From Pallas ene to charm the Soul. 


Apollo's Wit was next her Prey, 
Her next the Beam thar lights iti Day 
She ſung: ama d the Syrens heard. 


| "% 
Lo 


And to aſſert their Voice appear d. ve 


dhe play' d: the Muſes from their Hill 


IWonder'd who thus had ſtole their Skill. 


Great 


100 F 68) 


a 1 r 
And y ſhe ſtole my Heart. 
{ If Love, Cp, are thy Care, 
= Exert your Vengeance on this Fair : 
; To Try _ bring ber Ang ber for Charms, 
And Jet! her erde be my Arms. 
9 8 oO NG XCIV. 


RUEL Amynta, can you ſee. 
A Heart thus torn, which — betray'd 
Love of himſelf ne er vanquiſh'&me 
But thro” your Eyes the Conqueſt made. 
In Ambuſh there the Traytor la „ 
Where I was led by faithleſs 
No Wretches are ſo loſt as they; 
Whom much Security : 


SONG XCV. 


BN EATH the 1 Geret Shade 
When Delia bleſt m 1 THEE 
At firſt I view'd the lovely * 
In filent, ſoft Surprine. * 
With trembling Voiee, and 25 
I foftly whilſper'd Love; ATT 
She bluſh'd a Smile, ſo ſweetly kind, 
Did all my Fears remove. 


Her lovely yielding Form I preſt, 
Sweet madd'ning Kiſſes ſtole;. : 
And ſoon her ſwimming Eyes in: 
The Wiſhes of her Soul. | 


(107) 
8 0 5 8 | NV. | 
Learn to give, and 15 ike, om: 
Come, my Love, here's noße but we, 
L. inſtruet thee how to xi. 
turn from me that dear Face? — 
| wy that Bluſh, and'down-caft Eye? 
Come, come, meet my fond Embrace, 
And the mutual Rapture try. . 


Throw thy lovely twining Arms, 

Round my Neck, or round my Waiſt 1 ; 
And whilſt d devour thy Charms, 

Let me cloſely be embracd: * 
Then, when os I Ideas riſe, 

And the ga row ſtrong z 
Let them ſparkle in in thy kee. 

Let them murmur from 17 Tongue. 
To my Breaſt with Rapture cling, - 

Look with Tranſport on my Face; 
hade, Kiſs me, preſs me, every Thing 
if To endear the fond Embrace. 
Every tender Name of Love 

In ſoft Whiſpers let me hear; 
And let ſpeaking Nature prove 

Every Extacy ſincere. 


SONG CXVL 


H Y that Sadneſs on thy Brow ? 


| | N Why that ſtarting, ir raps 
I Deareſt Poll, let me 2 
| For thy Grief I _— bear. 
3 


Polly 


Poly with a Si 


* 


n 


* 193 +3 
3.1 0 3 
What need he Line! impart? ., ,,,. 
Did you not this Moment chide ? | i 
And you know it breaks my Heine, | 


Colin, melting: as che ſpo , n 
Caught the Fair ↄne in bis Arms: n 


0! my dear, that tender Look 
Ev' 5 Paten . — 


By this dear, relenting * 
I'd no Anger in my 
thi 5 os, 


Come, my Lobe, 
LA bur QuarrePBr 

As when ſudden, ſtormy Ra” 
Ev'ry drooping Flow ret ſpoils; ”_ 

When the Sun Hints out ag in. = 5 
All the Face of Nature ſmil an 
Polly ſo reviy'd, and charmed. 

By her Colin's kind Embrace, ; nail 25. 
Her declining Head r 
Sweetly fmiling in his Face. *I 4 


N. ON G NU 148 - 
5 OLLI. when ; your Lig yoo jp joy, 
Lovely powting Lips to eren 
To the Bee the flow'ry Field 
Such a Banquet does not yield. 


Not the dewy Morning Roſe 

So much Sweetneſs does incloſe: 

Not the Gods ſuch Nectar ſip, 

As, Colin, from thy balmy . 

Kiſs me then, with Rapture kiſs; 

We II ſurpaſs the Gods i in Bliſs. = 


, 
. « % 


Fe 


11 


O Ne 


„ 4% 8 


(6103) 


S'O N G - CXVIIL 
E E, I languiſh, ſee I faint, © 430 


I muſt borrow, beg, or ſteal; WW 
Can you ſee a Soul in Want, 8 
And no kind Compaſſion feel? 


Give, or lend, or let me take, 
One ſweet Kiſs, I aſk no more; 
One ſweet Kiſs, for Pity's Sake; 
[Il repay it o'er and o t. 
Chloe heard, and with a Sm ile, 
Kind, compaſſionate, and beet, 
Colin, it's a Sin to ſteal, | Mut 2 
And for me. to give's not mee: 
But Tl lend a Kiſs or twain, 
Too poor Clin in Diſtreſs ; | © 
Not that T'll be paid again, 


21 I mean nothing leſs. 5 W 5 > 
| 8 9 N G CXIX. | c 


CAL OE, * tha lormw d Kiſs " rior - 

I alas am quite undone 1215 Fo 

Twas fo ſweet, fo fraught with Bliſ, 
Thouſands will not pay that Onue. 


Leſt the Debt ſhould break your Heart, 
Roguiſh Chhe ſmiling cries, 

Come, a "Thouſand then in Part OS 
For the prefent ſhall ſuffice. 8 


7 


. 4 9 ” 
* 0 > Þ Go. OL Os | - : 
4 . 
| } 
- 


* 


( 
;/$ONG_.CXX. 


NE kind Kiſs: before we part, 
| Drop a Tear and bid adieu: 
Tho' we ſever, my fond Heart 
Till we meet ſhall pant for you. 
Vet, yet weep not ſo, my Love, 
Let me kiſs that falling Tear; 
Tho' my _— remove, 
All my Soul will ſtill be here. 


All my Soul, and all my Heart, 
Ev'ry Wiſh ſhall pant for you; 
One kind Kiſs then, e're we 
Drop à Tear, and bid adieu. 


SONG: CXXL 


: Wi: gentle 7 1 walks, 
Or gayly ſmiles, or ſweetly talks; 
A thouſand Charms around her f 
A thouſand Swains unheeded dye. 


If then ſhe labours to be ſeen, 

With all her killing Airs and Mien ; 
From ſo much Beauty, ſo much Art, 
What Mortal can ſecure his Heart? 


$ONG CI. 
E AR Chloe, how blubber'd is that pretty 


Face? | 
Thy Cheek all on Fire, and thy Hair al 


- © uncurl'd; Pr'ythee 


Unde 


(81) 3 
See the wanton Nymphs appear, 


Sporting print, where'er they tread, 
Daiſy fe ant or Primroſe Bed. „ My 
| Whilſt I, Cc. 4 


Now the Swain, with wat' ry Shoe, 

Bruſhes by the morning Dew ; - 

With officious Love to bear, 

Freſh-blown Coroſtips to his Fair. 
Whilſt I, Ce. 

Gentle Nymphs, forſake the Mead, 

To my Love for Pity plead; 

Go, ye Saint, and ſeek the Fair, 

This my laſt Petition bear. 


Sweeteſt Maid, that e er was ſeen 
Dance at Wake, or trip the Green ; 
See a loveſick, ſighing Swain, 

Hear my Vows, relieve my Pain: 
Or with your Frowns for Pity kill, 
Too charming, cruel, Daffodil. 


SONG IXXXl __ 
HERE the Bee ſucks, there lurk 1, 


In a Cou/lip's Bed I lye; 
There I couch, when Oro do cry; 
On the Bar, Back do I fly. | 
After Sunſet merrily, 6 22 
YIretty Merrily, merrily, ſhall I live now, 
Under the Bloſſom that hangs on the Bough ; 


o 


ir all 
'ythee F 5 SONG 


— 


( 82 ) 
5 0 U 


IF HY has not Love Reſlectior': Eyes, Let 
Why but from Sorrow muſt we know, 


That Folly is the Seed of Vice, FE 
And Vice the Nurſery of Woe? _ 
Ah! Cle, when thy Charms invite, The 
A Folly in Enjoyment lies ; en pf 
And Wiſdom bids us ſhun Delight, hoſe 
Wiſdom is weak, and Folly wile. Mor 
Fair Virtue loſes all her Charms, 
If from thy Boſom ſhe deters; 
And Vice, inviting to thy Arms, o be 
In Virtue's heav'nly Form appears. You! 
Deſtruction, / tempting in thy Eyes, 
So lovely a Diſguiſe puts on ; w'Y 
We ſee where our Undoing lies,, a 
Yet cry tis Heaven to be undone. O'ds 
SONG LXXXV.; ,.. WThe G 
RIGHT Cinthia's Power, divinely great, How 
| What Heart is not obeying ? If at & 
A thouſand Cepids on her wait, At N 
| And in her Eyes are playing. 
| - She'ſeems the Queen of Love to reign ; So whe 
| For ſhe alone diſpenſes 3 BG | Tot 
Such Sweets, as beſt can entertain W * 
The Guſt of all the Senſes. The 
Her Face a charming Proſpect brings, 
Her Bredth” gives balmy Bliffes F 3 2 


T hear an Angel when ſhe ſings, - 
And taſte of Heav'n in Kiſſes. 


es, 
ow, 


eat, 


?OUr 


(. 105 ) 
7 'ythet quit this Caprice; and (as old Falffaff 


ſays) 

Let us Cen talk a little like Folks of this ö 
World. 

How canſt thou preſume thou haſt Leave to 

deſtroy 

The Beauties, which Venus but lent to thy. 
Keeping? 

hoſe rn were deſign'd to inſpire Love and 
1 

More ord'nary Eyes may ſerve N * 
Weeping. 


o be vex'd at a Trifle or two that L urit, 

Your Judgment at once, and my Paſſion you 
wrong: 

ou take that for Fact, which will ſcarce be 
found Wit; 

h muſt one ſwear to the Truth of a 

2 | 

he God of us Verſe-men (you know, Child) 
the Sun, 

How after his Journeys, he ſets up his Reſt: 

If at Morning o'er Earth tis his Fancy to, run, 

At Night he reclines on his Thetis's Breaſt. 


So when I am weary'd with wand'ring all Day, 
To thee, my Delight, in the Ev'ning I come: 
No matter what Beauties I ſaw in my Way; 
They were but my Viſits ; but thou art my 

Home. 
Then finiſh, dear Chloe, this Paſtoral War, 
And let us, like Horace and Lydia, agree; 
For thou art a Girl as much brighter than her, 
As he was a Poet ſublimer than me. 


SONG 


Pda. 4nd 6 8. 
, 


(106) _ 
$ONG CXXIIL 


l F all that I love is her Face, 

= From looking I ſure can refrain; 
= In others her Likeneſs may trace, 
Or Abſence may cure all my Pain. 
This faid, from her Charms I retir'd, 
Nor knew I till then how I lov'd ; 
What preſent my Paſſion admir'd, 
In Abſence my Reaſon approv'd, 


Ah! why ſhou'd 1 hope for Relief, 
When all that I fee is Diſdain ? 
No Pity in her for my Grief, 
No Merit in me to complain. _ 
Nor yet will I Fortune upbraid, | 
Tho' robb'd of my Freedom and Eaſe; Vil ra 


Still proud of the Choice I have made, Wn 
„Tho hopeleſs I ever can pleaſe. 


ON cxv. | 


"PE faithful Stort behold, 

| A duteous Wing prepare, 

It's Sire n weak and old, 

To feed with conſtant Care. 

Should I my Father leave, 

. - Grown old, and weak, and blind; 

To think on Storks wou'd grieve, | 
And ſhame wy weaker Mind. 


SONG 


N G 


(77) 
rr 
nz 
The Ladies alone will pay dear for my Skill; 
an, will hear me their Tongues muſt lye 


Sing tantararara Mute all. 


our Revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and 
the wiſe, 


Ft they fee t all Day, what they ſeem to 


?xamine - ti from the Great, to the Small, 
Lach Mortal's diſguis d, and the World is a Ball. 
. Sing tantararara Maſks al. 


The Parſon, brimfull of October, and n. 

With 2 long taper Pipe, and a round, ruddꝝ 
ace, 

Vill rail at our Doings; but when it is dark, 

he pp ons! 2 diſguiz'd, and led Home by the 


ih 


Sing tantararara Maſks all. 


The fierce roaring Blade, with long Sword and 
cock'd Hat, 

with Zounds he did this, and with S$'blood 

he'll do that ; 

n he comes to his Trial, he fails in his Part, 

xd proves that his Looks; were but Maſks to 


his Heart. 
* Sing tantararara Maſks all. 


'VY © 


The Beau acts the Rake, and will talk of Amours, 
dhews Letters from Wives, and Appointments 


from Whores ; | 
F 3 But 


. 
x 
N 
- : 
PH q 
Ly 
\ 
1 | . 
. 
* 


=” Each Neighbour will find * his next is a bea 


% 


(78) 
Buta Creature ſo modeſt, avoids all Diſgrace, 
For how would he bluſh, ſhould he meet Facet | 


2 ace! ith er 
, Sing tantararara Maſks all Nhe lo 
The Coprijers _ Patriots, mong other f 
Things, o Pate 
Will talk of their Country, and Love of then Debt 
Kings; EE un Ang 
Yet their Maſks will drop off, if you ſhake buW;om g 
the Pelf, y Chi 
And * King and Country all ed; in Sel or en 
Sing tantararara Maſks all he He 
With an | Outſide of Virtue, * Sgueamiſb deo wi 
Frude, ach M 
If you touch her, ſhe faints, if you ſpeak, youll. Gr: 
are rude ; et kno 
Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, till her Bloſſom hen g 
are gone; 
And when mellow, ſhe's pluck'd by the Coach. 
man or. John 


Sing tantararara Maſks all 
With a grave Maſk of Wiſdom, ſay Phyſic, and 


Law, 

In your Caſe there's no Fear, in your Caul&y O 
there's no Flaw ;. 

Till Death and the Judge have decreed, the) And e 
look big: te 
Then you find you have truſted a full- botton fiat my 
Wig. And m 
"| Sing tantararara Maſks all. 1 
Thus Life is no more than a Round of Deeeit, I this | 
ut he t 


Til 


i 


(75) 
Vhat tho' no Diamonds { — 
bout her Neck and Wai 

ich ev ry ſhining Virtue 

The lovely Maid is grac'd. 


n modeſt plain Apparel, 

o Patches, Paint, or Airs ; 

n Debt alone to Nature, 

\n Angel ſhe appears ; 

rom gay Coquets high finiſh'd, 
y Chloe takes no Rules; 

A envies them their Conqueſt, 

be Hearts of all the Fools. 


Pho wins her muſt have Merit, 
ach Merit as her own ; 

Graces all poſſeſſing, 

et know not ſhe has one : 

hen t me, gracious Heav'n, 
he Gifts you moſt approve ; 
Wind Chloe, charming (Hoe, 
ill bleſs me with her Love. 


S O N G  LXXVIIL 


how true, 


Tune. 
this has been told me by twenty before, 
ut 150 that would win - muſt flattert me more. 
j 


OL tell me Pm handſome, I know not 
And ys and chatty, and grobhumour 


yy . „Ii are as red as a Roſebud in Jun 
ay te like _ Nightingale eri: in 


a — - 4 2 \ : _ 
oo - py ö 1 = 


And my Voice like the Nightingale know but 


(76) 
If Beauty from Virtue receive no Supply, 
Or Prattle from Prudence, how wanting am l 
My Eafe, and ä ſhort 1 
will bring, 


# b i 


Spring: 
For Charms ſuch as theſe then your 
give Oer, 


To love me for Life you muſt love me for n 


Then talk to me not of a Shape or an Air, 
For Cle the Wanton can rival me there; 
"Tis Virtue alone that makes Beauty look gay, 
And bri | Ly Good-humour as Sunſhine ti 


For that if you love me, your Flame Hal | 
true, 
And I in my Turn may be taught to 1 you. 


SONG LXXIX. 


E Medley of Mortals, that make up thi 
Throng; 

Spare your Wit for a Moment, and lift to u 

g 

What you would not expect here, my Wit ha 

be new; 

And what is more ſtrange, ev'ry Word f. 
be true. 

Sing tantararara Truth all, Truth all, 

tantararara Ten I 


E 
G 
Vith t 
0 rot 


polls, 
and le 
ompe 
n vain 
| call « 
But ſhe 
or da 
vince 


mine, ; With 
| Bri N 


C297) 
SONG MVV. 
E blooming Virgins, as you rove, 
If chance you meet my ſtraying Love; 


charge you tell him how I mourn, 
And pant, and die, for his Return. 


SONG CXXVI. 


ENUS, to ſooth my Heart to Love, 


Gave thee the Mildneſs of the Dove; 
Vith tender Looks of ſoft Diſtreſs, 
o rob me of my Quietneſs. 


pollo, with her does conſpire, 

and lends thee both his Skill and Lyre : 
ompell'd to ſerve by joint Decree, 
nvain I ſtruggle to get free. 


| call on Reaſon to refift, 

But ſhe refuſes to aſſiſt; 

or dares o_ the mighty Odds, 

vince ſhe is Human—— They are Gods. 


$ONG CXXVI. 


A T Roſs how alter'd is the Scene! 

Lo, Penyard's Beauties fail ! 
oft is his Trown of ſmiling Green, 
And Fogs his Summit veil: 


Old Hye, his mazy Courſe reſtrain'd, 
Lies o'er his Urn ſupine; 

n Ice his idle Feet are chain'd, * 
With Froſt his Treſſes ſhine: 


but 


I's 


ir, 
; 

C 8*⁰ 
ne 


Brio 


(76) 
If Beauty from Virtue receive no Supply, 
Or Prattle from Prudence, how wanting — 
My Eafe, and Good-humour ſhort 
| will bring, 
And wy Voice like the Nightingale know but 
ring: 
For Charms k ſuch as theſe then your 


give o'er, 


To love me for Life you muſt love me for n 


Then talk to me not of a Shape or an Air, E 

For Cle the Wanton can rival me there; G 

"Tis Virtue alone that makes Beauty look gay, MWWith t 

And bri * Good-humour as Sunſhine To ro! 
ay 

For that if you love me, your Flame ſhall be 3 

— Compe 

And I in my Turn may be taught to love you ln vin 

$ONG LXXIX. 4 i 

But ſhe 

E Medley of Mortals, that make up thi ws 


Throng, 


Spare your Wit for a Moment, and lift” to 1 
Song ; 
What you would not expect here, my Wit 


be new; JA” 

| And what'is more range, ev'ry Word ſha Fa 
| rrue 0 

bing tantararara Truth all, Truth all, Sin} And 

tantararara T ruth all. 0 n 

Not a Toy i in the Place you'll buy cheaper thaſſj, — 

nine, Wat 


Brio 


(107) 

| 8 ON G CXXV. 

* E blooming Virgins, as you rove, 
Ty": If chance you meet my ſtraying Loves 


but i] charge you tell him how I mourn, 
And pant, and die, for his Return. 


SONG CXXVI. 


DE NUS, to ſooth my Heart to Love, 
Gave thee the Mildneſs of the Dove; 

With tender Looks of ſoft Diſtreſs, 

ro rob me of my Quietneſs, 


Apollo, with her does conſpi pire, 

And lends thee both his Nail and Lyre: 
Compell'd to ſerve by joint Decree, 

In vain I ſtruggle to get free. 


| call on Reaſon to 3 
But ſhe refuſes to aſſiſt 
u Nor dares oppoſe the mi ty Odds, 
P wi Since ſhe is Human A are Gods. 


1 SONG cxxvn. 


3 Roſs how alter'd is the Scene! 

Lo, Penyard's Beauties fail ! 
oft is his Trown of ſmiling Green, 
And Fogs his Summit vell : 


Old Wye, his mazy Courſe reſtrain'd, 
Lies o'er his Urn ſupine; 
In Ice his idle Feet are chain'd, © 
With Froſt bis Treſſes bins. 


7 tha 
Brin 
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On yonder Hills that bound our Sight, 
Already lies the Snow; m 
Their Sides, long Streaks of dazzling White, 
Amidſt their Azure ſhew. | 
Thy Trees, Kyrle, favourite of the Muſe, 
Bare, bleak, and naked ſtand; 
No pleaſing Spots, no charming Views, 
Thy Proſpect can command. 


Tis cold, and melancholy all, 
"Tis dreary to the Eye; 
And with old Wilten's warlike Wall, 
In Ruin ſeems to lye. 
What now, Lucinda, Life inſpires, 
What now can make us gay ? 
Thy Look, our Breaſts, Lucinda, fires, 
Thy Look creates a May. 


But Oh! when Age, Life's Winter, comes, 
What then, my fair one, ſay; | 
What Wit, Art, Object, Pow'r, or Sums, 
What then will make us gay? 7? 
Virtue, the Charmer ſweet replies, 
Will ſoften Age's Brow ; | 
Virtue, though Wit, or Beauty flies, 
Will make us gay as now. 


s ONO cxxvm 


TELLA and Flavia ev'ry Hour, 
Do various Hearts ſurprize : 
In Szella's Soul is all her Pow'r, 
And Flavia's in her Eyes. 


(109) 
More boundleſs Flavia Conqueſts are, 
And Stellas more  confin'd;'.. 
All can diſcern a Face that's fair. 
bor fe a heav'nly Mn. 


Vella, like Britain's Monarch, reigns. 
O'er cultivated Lands; 

ike Eaſtern Tyrants, Flavia deiguns 

To rule o'er barren Sands. 


hen boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy "IX — 
Thy Beauties only Store; 


Exch Day that makes thy Charms Gecrealy, 
Will give to Stella more. 


031 
hite, 


SONG CXXIK. 


WEET were ance the Joys I tated, 

All was Jollity and Love: 

Wine methought too nimbly haſted, 
Which on Pleaſure s Wings did move. 

bloe then was all my Treaſure, 

Never was a richer Swain; 

hoe doubled ev'ry Pleaſure, 

Chloe baniſh'd oy * 


ut the envious Gods Mer” 
So much Bliſs on E to ; ; 
l their bitt'reſt Curſes joinin a 
Daſh'd my Cup wn . * f. 
ow, where erſt my P 
Steals the Sigh, and — 


ve, by Fears arring Te + 
Mo Ul diſputes a (rr ring Than 


H 


les, 


— 
| 


—— 
. 


(110 * 
Fool, thatever- rt purſuing re J 


What conceal d is ever beſt ; \ 4 Tia 
Jealouſy, Love's Child and Ruin, 
Leave, O! leave'my tortur d Breast: __ 


With the Slave, thy Poy'r confeſſing, 5 
Thou two; Vm, mil an bey f 
Thoſe who ſhun or ſlight thy Bleſſing, | 
Should alone thy Terrors feel. un e 


re s ON c. 


T Upten on the Hill, 
| There lives a happy Pair, 
The Swain his Name is Will; 
And Molly is the Fair. 
Ten Vears are gone, and more, 
Since Hymen join d theſe two/ 
Their Hearts were one before 
The ſacred Rites they | knew... 


Since which auſpicious Day; © 
Sweet Harmony doesreign } * 

Both love, and both obey | 
Hear this, each N oo and Swain. -_ 
If haply Cares van, : 

As whe is free from Care J 
Th' Impreſſion's lighter made, 
By taking each A a Share. op 


Pleas'd with à calm Retreat, 
They've no ambitious View! E 

In Plenty live, not State, | t 
Nor envy thoſe that do: 

Sure Pomp is empty Nei, TY 
And Cares increaſe with Wealth ; 


oy, 


hey aim at truer Jo 

Tranquility and Health, 

th BI 4 Up Ea, EW 

heir preſent I [Life does flowz © 1 Y 

* fear no raging Seas 3s = 

Nor Rocks that lurk. or un: mee 

xy fhll a ficady Gale 0 7 — arp + 

Hem little Bark Fur 2 1 7: | 
ch _ L Meh | / 6 

Tai a N e en = a 
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nr. 


) Seeking Odours 2 5 


30 ng 


owing; Lite on Groves beſtowi ak Þ xy 


me 


<-S 


cr? 
” 


HLOE; Wa Tier hee ng LIT 
Joys celeſtral round me move; al kB 0 
51. * 


ſing Viſions, Cate beguiling, 


uard my State, and crown m Love: — 


behold thee gayly bining, 
Pleaſure paſt ply ih 6 


* 
© 7 * 


Every Feature Charms 1 * 2 

toh! Hewr 

uilling ure never ceafin 

Fills wy Soul with foft Babe 
H 2 


eav'ns, when I'm careſſing, 


* * 
„ © 
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TT 


1 4 


„ 


E Vir in Powr's, defend m Heart, 
* Vii Por and Smiles 3 


From ſaucy Love, and nicer Art, 
Which oft our Sex beguiles. 
From Sighs and Vows, and awfull Tean, 
Which moſt to Pity move ; | 
From ſpeaking Silence, and from Tears, 

Thoſe Springs which water Love. 


But if thro' Paffion I grow blind, 
Let Honour be my Guide ; 
And where frail . ſeems inclin d, 
There place a Guard of Pride. 
The Maid, whoſe Charms are ſeen, 
Needs ev'ry Virtue's Aid; 
And ſhe, who thinks herſelf ſecure, 


e 
8 0 N G CxxXIv. | 


APPY the Man, os to the Cell 
| In Chięg woll Roe retires; 
Who to proud Landon bids farewell, 
And rural Heights admires. | 
Lord of himſelf, in this Retreat, ; | 
He purer Joys will taſte ; 6 
Than thoſe who, dangling CRP the Grea, 
Their Years in Platfring waſte. | 


* Aﬀd 0 the Sead ne, wa 


reat, 


ings, 


Wi 


(289 Þ - 
ich with the feather'd Warblers rings, 

As Sun-Beams round him riſe: 

eturning to the Hill he views 


The Proſpect ſtretching wide ; 


arms, Villas, Herds, mid gluing Dov, © 


And Thames in all his Price. 


humble Cott is ſweet and — 

His Board's with Plenty fpread ; 

ch Gueſt is, by his Dame ſerene, 

With Nature's Dainties fed. l 

ere 8 — to —_ 7 

In each pleas d ow 

ich Fllob, 2 from his Throne, 
With healing Poppies ftrews. 


neath Sam's Form gay Health appears, 
And hopes to do fo long; 


it ſtooping, tho? full fourſcore Years, 

But as A ides ſtr 
m loves good Ale, on: cracks his Jokes, 
Thinks ealth and Titles vain ; 

t Taxes rails, cries up the Folks 

In Charles's merry Reign. 


ve me (ye Gods!) > ben 
In this ſequeſtred Shade 
my artleſs Lays, 


otune {in Peace) 
By no mean Fears diſmay d. 

wit thoſe in Town, ſeduc'd by . 
Life's real Sweets decline; 

ur Reſalind ſhall ſooth!paſt Woe, 

And wy Bliſs be mine. 
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(m4 ) | 
e237 nnn J bole dels dart © 
S ON G. Cu. 8. 1 
2 11152 997 of Senn. 
ELIA, hol Form wan. od! 
Alk that can à Vi n grace ard 
Hark! where Pleaſure, blith-as GE 
Bids us to LaurtH away, q . ww * 


Verdant Viſtos, mehin Sound ba 


Magic Echoes, Fairy Rounds ;, 


g «\ 7 
© S # . 


Beauties ev'ry where ſurprize | 
Sure char Spot drops. ow: oo W 8 
Thy h 


O07 $0 N G " EXXNY1,,, * WO! 


OOD Mother, if you aleaſe, you maj 
Place athers xo obſerve my Way 

Or be yourſelf the watchful 5257 

And keep me ever᷑ in your 

Unleſs the Will itſelf — 2 * N 

The Cate of others is in vain 1 

And if myſelf I do not keep, | 


Inſtead of watching you may . 


When you forbid what Love pres, 
Forbidding, you but fan it's ow bs x, ove h 


Reſtraint does tite $1, 

And Youth may prove 

Then leave —_— bebe Ag 

With Prudentefor my Lock and att A 
For if my ſelf I Jo nor keep, „* 


Whe 


a ct 8 0 


0 11 5 N 
so N Cxxxvil. 
ers it Joy to wound a Lover T; CT 3 
ls, | How much more to give him Eaſe? 

* hen his Paſſion we diſcover, _ 

Oh! how pleaſing 'tis to pleaſe. 


8 ; | Y 7130 
SONG Or... 
Cannot ſee my Lord repine - 
| O that I could call him mine; 1 
Vhy have not they maſt Charms to move, ; 4 
Vbhoſe Boſoms burn with pureſt Love? +» 
© ma SONG CXXXIR: LV, 
| ' * 97; 34 L. if 
| USICK, all your Powers prove, 
And in melting Meaſures move: 
love his Soul to tender Love. 
Love inſpiring, : , 
Warm defiring, ' 
Paſſion moving, 
Mutual loving, e 
[ove his Soul to tender Love. 
Ef b X 
Ap PV. -while with ſportive Pleaſure, 
1 We flute each riſing Day: 
5 no more a Treaſure, | 
Gn hen it ceaſes to be gay. uit word = I 
DN = 201 #8-4:5.:5:. 5: $:0+N.G 
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SONG CXLIA. - 
Peace} thou faireft Child of Heaven, Ib to 
To whom the Sylvan Reigh was given; 
The Vale, the Fountain, and the Gtove, 
With ev'ry ſofter Scene of Lo“. 
Return, ſweet ' Peace, and cheef the weeping 
f Swain, W 
Return, with Eafe and Plexfute in thy Train. , 
| | | 3 'enus ſe 
II Seer taſte of Joys or Grief, {Wippy 
ve 


Who Beauty's Pow'r did never prove rcl 
bould 
She'd 


ntle 


's all our Torment, our Relief, 


Our Fate depend alone on Love. 
Were I in heavy Chains confin'd, _ 


| Neerits Smiles Would eaſe that State: "can 
Nor Wealth nor Pow'r could Bs my Mind, Mere Þ 
Curs'd by her Abſence or her Hate. Tho 
Of all the Plants which ſhade the Field, 
The fragrant Myrtle does ſurpabs 3 
No Flow'r fo gay that does not yield, 
To blooming Roſes gaudy Dres. E R 
No Star ſo bright that can be ſeen, 
When Phebusr Gloriey gild the Skies; | * 
No Nymph ſo proud adorns the Green, * h 
But yields to fair Neera's Eyes. mY 
The am'rous Swaihs no Of rings bring; rande 
To Cupid's Altar as —— ; 40 x — 
To her they pray, to her they fg. Poet 
And on in Love no other Pow r. Whe 


Cupi. 


(11 we ) 
pid, * Empire to 
Upon this Conqu'ror try aka Dart 
Wh! touch, with Pi for my Pain, 
en; MW Neerd's cold diſdainfull Heart. 


SONG CxLUI. 


A'TURE fram'd thee ſure for Loving; 
Thus adorn'd with ev ry Grace; 
enus ſelf, thy Form approvi 7 


Looks with Pleaſure on thy ace. 


ef, y Nymph who ſhall enfold thee, 
Orcled i in ir yielding Arms! 

hould bright Helen once behold thee, 

She'd ſurrender all her Charms. 


ntle Shepherd, if my Pleading _ 
Can from thee the Prize obtain; 
nd, More himſelf thy Conqueſt aiding, 
Thou that merchief Fair ſbalt gain. 


8 0 N G CXLIV. 
| P RIT A TN'S Monarchs now moſt de- 


rious, 
Courage is with Conqueſt crown d: 
Ing the Praiſe of a Hero ſo glorious, 
ud his noble Deeds reſound. 


france and Spain were projeciing our Slavery, | 
And our Ruin had conſpir- d; 

ow they feel the Effects of our Bravery, 
When with juſt Reſentment fir d. 

Cupi, H 5 Thus 


7 — — 
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Thus the Lyon, While quite unmoicfiel, 
ted, 


Lays his Rage and Fury by 
But by Animals once when in 


All that dare- provoke him dye. 
SON 8 CXLV. 


wn 
Sight! 
bow Yoſely yonder Vine, 


Does round that Elm's ſupporting Height 


Her wanton Ringlets twine. | 
That Elm, no more a barren Shade, - 
Is with her Cluſters crown'ds .._. 
And that fair Vine, without his Aid, 
Had crept along the Ground. 


Let theſe, my fair one, move thy Heart 


Connubial Joys to prove; 

Vet mark what Age and Care im 

| Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love. - 

Know thy own Bliſs, and joy to hear 
Vertumnus loves thy Charms; 

The youthful God that rules the Year, 
Ang keeps thy Groves from Harms. 


1 


beauteous Scenes enchant m 


While ſome with mon- hy d Paſſion glow, 


His Love remains the ſame;;: 
On him alone thy Heart beſtow, 
And crpwm his conſtant Flame. 
So ſhall no Froſt's untimely Pow'r 
Deform the blooming Spring ; 


So ſhall thy Trees, from Blaſts debe, 


Their wonted Fribute bring. 


S ON 
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zee rü. 


70 ME N, form'd by Nature coy, 
Bluſh to give or take the Joy: 
lan, by Nature warm and brave, 
luſt to win them be a Slave. 

awn and flatter, figh and whine, 

. all their mortal Charms divine: 

t nen the Idol thus ye pleaſe, 

emale Pride deceiv'd obeys. 


80 N CXLVIL 


HIL E Tyranny exalts her Head, 
And aims at univerſal Sway; 
Vould War and Deſolation ſpread, 
And Slavery o'er the World convey : 
t then Britannia, riſing fair, 
For Faith, for Liberty contend; . 
ake Europe's Cauſe her conſtant Cate, 
And Nations unenſlav'd defend. 
ouſe, Sons of Britain, and reſtrain 
All Europes faithleſs Foes ; 
1s glorious Freedom to maintain, 


And give the World Repoſe, 


all Bourbon's proud aſpiring Race 

The German Liberty enthrall? 

all publick Faith and Treaties ceaſe, - 
And Auſtria, Europe's Bulwark, fall? 
tl! th' Hungarian Queen 

In Wiſdom as in Beauty bright; 

r SubjeQs Hearts her Courage chears, 
And Nations fir'd eſpouſe her Right. 


bd 


N. 


(220) 
When Georg at 2 tandard raiſ d, 
The Faithleſs auls before him fled '$ 
Still ſhalt N vulingt Deeds ty praif, 
And Lawtels boom around his Few: 
We Voluntiers-our Monarch jon, 
Brave Princeſs, to aſſiſt thy Arts ; 
Let thoſe among ub ever ſhime, 
Whom Freedom and whom. Glory. warms 


8 0 N 6 CXL VII 


LEST Age ef Gold, compleatly bleſt 
That thy Mitk and Honey flow'd; 
That the Earth, as yet at Reſt, 
Bore unplow'd its plenteous i - 
Fully bleſt, that all . | | 
Spring eternally began : 
Veils of duſky Ge unſeen, 
All was 2 and chearful Sun, 


$0NG CXLIX. .. 


E T. me, (Love th Bole 2 5 
On the ſwelli bp Io wins ; 

With my „See ine- tree e 
In my cloſe Embrace pcs ſhall bleed. 
Stay me with delicious Kiſſes, 


From thy ping — : 


F. vs 


Sweeter than the- 
Blowing done ue ende Such. 


N el. 


15 ter 1 Chem, Ron oe, 
Breuſt? Tig 


To et a.. 


( 121 ) 
Thro' Reaſon's Glaſs to look at Love, 


To wiſh, and yet ro reſt. 2 

Let Wiſdom boaſt, *tis all in vain, 
An Empire o'er the Mind ; 

Tis Beauty, Beauty holds the Chain, 
And triumphs o'er Mankind. 

Thrice happy Birds! who, on the Spray, | 
Unartful Notes prolong ; .. . 

Your feather'd Mates reward the Lay, 
And yield to pow'rful Song. 


By Nature fierce, without Controul, 
The human Savage ran; 

Till Verſe refin'd his flubborn Soul, 
And civiliz'd the Man. 


Verſe turns aſide the Tyrant's Rage, 
And cheers the drooping Slave; 
t wins a Smile from hoary Age, 
And diſappoints the Grave. 
he Force. of Numbers muſt ſucceed, 
And ſooth each Lover's Ear; 
7, Arbo' my fond Caufe thou'd Pheebus pet 
He'd find a Daphne here. 


id Heav'n ſuch wond'rous Gifts produce, 
To curſe'our wretched Race; | 
day, muſt we all the Heart accuſe, 
And yet approve the Face? 
hus in the Sun, bedropp'd with Gold, 
The baſking Adder lies; 
he Swain admires each ſhining Fold, 
Then graſps the Snake, and dies. 


J 
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(re). 


# 
SEER, _— Y -* $ 4+ ** 


8, 0 * 8 01 ; (fr 


ih 4+- 


1 We grit 7a lm hand? 


Each toilſome Taſk how eaſy, 
Her Love the ſweet Reward ?: | 


The Bee thus uncomplaining, 
Eſteems no Toil ſevere; © 
The ſweet Reward obtaining 


| Of Honey all the Year. - 
1 s ON G cl 


Fo 


WH O is thy Love, O charming Maid, 
That from thy Arms fo late has ſtray'd! 

Say what diſtinguiſh'd Charms adorn, 

And finiſh, out his radiant Form ? 


On his Fee om vernal Roſe, 


Blended with the Lilly, glows; _ 
His Locks are as the Raven black, 
In Ringlets waving down his Back. 


His Eyes with milder Beauties beam, | 
Than billing Doves beſide the Stream ; _ 
His youthful Cheeks are Beds of Flow'rs, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing Show'rs, 


His Lips are of the Roſe's Hue, 
Dropping with the fragrant Dew; 
Tall as the Cedar he appears, 
And as erect his Form he bears. 


SONG 


id, 
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SONG Cu. 
WEET Day, ſo cool, ſo calm, ſo bright, 
The Bridal of the Earth and Sky; © 


The Dew ſhall weep thy Fall to Night; 
For thou with all thy Sweets muſt die. 


Sweet Roſe, ſo fragrant and fo brave, 
Dazling the raſh Beholder's Eye; 
Thy Root is ever in it's Grave, 
And thou with all thy Sweets muſt die. 


Sweet Spring, ſo beauteous and fo gay, 
Store-houfe, where Sweets unnumber'd lie; 
Not long thy fading Glories ſtay, - EA 
But thou with all thy Sweets muſt die. 


Sweet Love alone, ſweet wedded Love, 
To thee no Period is aſſign'd; 
Thy tender Joys by Time improve, 
In Death it ſelf, the moſt refin'd. 


. $80NG Cluv. 7,4 


YLV TIA, wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 
Stranger to the Joys of Love? 
Thou haſt 3 and that's the Time, 
Ev'ry Minute to improve. 
Round thee wilt thou never hear, 
Little wanton Girls and Boys ? 
dweetly founding. in thy Ear, 
Infant Prate, and Mothers Joys, 


Only 


_ 
x z 


8 Only view that little Dove, 


1 Hark 14 


= Of thoſe. Pleaſures Lovers feel, 


( 124 ) 


Sioftly r to its Mate; 
As a further f of Love, 
See her for his Kiſſes ways * 


As it flies from Spray to 5 | 
Sweetly. tunes an am'rous 


I love, I love, it ho to 1 


Could I to thy Soul revell! 
But the leaſt, the thouſandth, part, 


In a mutual Change of Heart: 
Then repenting would'ſt thou ſay, 

Virgin Fears, from hence remove: 
All the Time is thrown away, 
That we cannot ſpend in Love. 


8 ON G cl v. 
_ Blis too long my Bride denies, 
Apace the wa Ning Summer flies : 
Nor yet the Wintry Blaſts I fear, 
Nor Storms, or Night, ſhall keep me here, 
What may for Strength with Steel compare ? 
Oh! Love has Fetters ſtronger far : 


By Bolts of Steel are Limbs confin'd; 
But cruel Love inchants the Mind. 


No longer then thy Breaſt, 
When ——.— te firſt are beſt: 
Tis mad to go, tis Death to 
Nr my Jeſſe, haſte away. 


SONG 


un? 
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O more I will m PhRoni lie 
Tho' — ming it appear; 

hen long D eart has ty'd,, 6s 

What cer Pbetdent! cid? far? © j 

lov'd- by Her I wou'd not live, - To 

or dye till the he Sentence give: 


hy ſhou'd the Fair offended be. 
If Virtue charms in Beauty's. Dreſs? 
where ſo much Divine I ſee, | 
My open Vows. the Saints — 15 | 

22 q by Wonders in ber Eyes, F a” 
ramp Idols I deſpiſe. _ ; 
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JBSERV E the fragrant, bluſking Roſe, 


Tho! in the humble Vale it ſpring ; 
ſmells as ſweet, as fair it blows, © 
As in the Garden of a King. 
e, calm Content as oft is found compleat, 


re? che low Cott, as in the lofty N 
SON G CLVIIL-. . 


HU'S the Damſel, young and pretty, . 


| uits the Country with Diſdain: 
ft: es « Th to London City, : 
_ Conquelts to obtain, 


There 


N 6 


2 
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She wakes, and thus with angry Tone, 


| ( r26 } 

There ſhe prudes it ſo demurely, Deke 
And fo well diſplays her Charms ; V 

That ſome wealthy Citt Jn; And 
| She Aire ber Arm. Sh 


8 O NG CLIX.” 


WW AS cel; ymphb, like "EYE 
So fair, fo Fatal, and ſo fond, - 
Adorn'd with.ey'ry n and Grace? 
Tm all Deſire, 
My Heart's on Fre, = 
And * and Far to vr Tribekce 


SONG CIX. 


NE EY Fre as — rov'd, Muft 
. Wrapt up in Thought profound, | 
Surpriz'd he ſa his beſt belov d, 
Lye ſlee ping on the Ground. 
Awake, my pretty Sleeper, wake, 
Awake to Strephon's Call; | 
Be carefull for your Lover's Sake, 
"Tis Night, the Dew Drops fall. 
Then to her Cheek his Lips he laid, 
And gently ſtole a Kiſs ; © 
She ſtill ſlept on, He not diſmay'd 
Repts the tranſient Bliſs. 


Away, away ſhe cries; 
Then fault ring, bids the Swain be gone, 
Then figh'd, and clf'd her Eyes. 


Tho? cryel are your Wor Is, ſweet Maid, 
Can Sighs proceed from Harte ? | 

My Doubts are gone, then down he laid, 

Reſoly'd to ſhare her Fate. Deſen 


(127) 

Defended from the noxious Air, 

Within her Arms he laß; 
And tho' the Swain of: wak'd the Fair, 

She ſaid no more till Day. fe gi ae 

2 Indo — ene . 

| # $9, 4 a elves Mo t a 
T Eve, when Silvan's ſhady, Scene 
Is clad with ſpreading Branches green, 
And vary'd Sweets around diſplay d, v. 
To grace the pleaſant flow ry Meads: 
Then thoſe who're willing Joys to taſte, 
Where Pleaſures flow, and Bleſſings laft, 
And God of Health in Tranſport dwells, 
Muſt all repair to Sadler's Wells. | 


There pleaſant Streams of Middleton, 

In gentle Murmurs glide along; 

In which the ſporting Fiſhes play, 

To cloſe each weary'd Summer's Day z 

And Muſick's Charms, in lulling Sound, 

Of Mirth and Harmony, abound. , .,_ / 
Vhile Nymphs and Swains, withBeaus andBelles, 
All praiſe the Joys of Sadler's Wells, * 


he Herds around o'er Herbage green, 
nd bleating Flocks are ſporting ſeen, 
p Vhile Phæbus, with it's brighteſt Rays, 
The fertile Soil doth ſeem to praife ; 
Ie nd Zephyrs, with their gentleſt Gales, 
reathing more Sweets than flow'ry Vales, 
id, Vhich gives new Health, and Heat repells: 
Pach are the Joys of Sadler's Wells. 
115 „ nN. 
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T= Sin the Bloom of 'Afiey/ 
When Odours breath around 3 
When Nymphs ate blith and Bay, 
* _ all with ws, $ | 
at happily ſtray” i Fg 4 
To view my fleecy Care, 


Where I beheld a Maid, 


No mortal e er io fair. 


She wore upon der Head: 
A Bonnet made of Straw, 
Which ſuch a Face did ſhade, 
As Phebas never ſaw : 
Her Locks''6f Nutbrown Hue, 
A round-ear'd Coife conceal'd ; 
Which, to my pleaſing View, 
A ſporting reeze . | 


| | : Around W lender Waiſt, 


A Scrip embroider'd —_ W 


' . The Lute her Fingers grac' 


Accompany'd with a Song: 5 
With ſuch — pleaſing N | 
Cuzzeni might regale 172 
Or Philomela's. Throat, | 
That warbles thro' the Vale. 


Not long I ſtood to view, 

Struck with- her heav iy Air; 
1 to the Charmer flew, 
And caught the yielding Fair: 


2 
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Hear this, ye ſcornfull Belles, 
And milder Ways purſue; 

She that in Charms excells, 
Excells in Kindneſs too. 


SONG CLA. 


EL L me, lovely Shepherd, here | 
Thou feed'ſt at Noon thy fleecy Care : 
Direct me to the ſweet Retreat; | | 
That guards thee from the Midday Heat; 
Leſt by thy Flock I lonely ſtray, 
Without a Guide, and doſe my Way : 
Where reſt at Noon thy bleating Care 2 
Gentle Shepherd, 29 — 1 20 | 


SONG ct.! 


Mary, ſoft in . | 
Tve been at dear Vauxhall : 1 a 

No Paradiſe is ſweeter, 1 5 

Not that they Eden n 

t Night ſuch * N en 
Such gay and barmleſs Sport 

ll look'd like Giant Wie j Fo * 

And this their Monarch's Court. 

Methought, when firſt I enter'd, 
Such Splendors round me ſhone ; 

nto-a World I ventur'd, 

Where roſe another Sun. 

hilſt Muſick never cloying, 

As Sky-Larks ſweet bear *. 

he N Pm ill enjoy ing, 

B always ſooth my Ear. 


N 8 


Here 


(130 
Here Paintings ſweetly glowing,. - 
Where e'er our Glances fall; 1 ic 
Here Colours, Life beſtowing, '* + + 
Bedeck this Green-Woad- Hall ttt 
The King there dubs a Farmer, 5 
There John his Doxy loves 
But my Delights the Charmer, 11 
Who ſteals a Pair of Gloves. 


As ſtill amaz'd I'm ſtraying 9 m 
O'er this mchanted Grove 205 l 2 
I ſpy a Harper play ng. 1 
All in bis proud Alco c... 
I doff my Hat deſiring, 18 n 917 
He'd tune up Buxom Foang .' | 
But what was I admiring, 
Odzocks ! a/Man of Stone. 


But now the Tables {| e 5 
They all fall too with eee *. f | 
Not ev'n at Squire's fine Wedding,” . 2 0 
Such Dainties did I ſe. | 
T long'd (poor ſtarv' king Rover) ay 3 
But none heed Country Elves,” © © © 
Theſe Folk, with Lace dawb'd over, 5 4 
Love only dear Themſelves. : i * A 


Thus whilſt mid Joys abounding,, 1 
As Graſs-hoppers they're ga, 
At diſtance Crouds ſurrounding, 


. . 
T's 
ILL 


The Lady of the May; : ys 2 | 
The Man i'th' Moon "reg r. 3 1 
Soft twinkling thro' the Tree: : BN 
As tho twou'd pleaſe him hi Ber Ly 1 4. Yo 


R r 
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mn. THREE Goddeſſes ſtanding tor 
| \T boo RL. iis notes ? 


” 
0 


e 


Thus puzzled young H me one Day; 
Can I Rs Vole 7 either, F 
Where both bear ſo equal a Sway? 


fora. Confider my Wit and Condition, 
Confider- my Ferſon_ likewiſe 
I never was us d to petition, - 
But prithee make uſe of your Eyes. 


wa. No Merit I plead but my Paſſion, 
Twere needleſs to mention your 
W N 
Reflect with a ſittle ompaſſion, 
On what this poor Boſom feels now. 


an. Some Genius direct me, or Demon, 
Or elſe I may chance to chooſe wrong 
Lou're Part the Goods of Palæ mon, 
| We | Wien - (to Paſt. 
I give you to whom you belong. 
ra. I know that my Perſon is charming, 
Beyond what a-Clown can diſcover; 


That Dowdy your Senſes alarming, 
Proves what a dull thing is a Lover. 


III quit the dull Plains for the City, 
Where Beauty is folow'd by Merit; 
Your Taſte, fimple Damen, 'I pity ; 

* 'Your-Wnt who would wiſh to inherit? 


) NG. Perhaps 
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| Perhaps you may think you perplex . 

And that I . would ſmot 
12 loſs of one Lover can't vex me, 


My Charms will procure me ano 


1 ne'er was more pleas'd, I allure yy 
How ra they look, I can't bs 


1 —— * much Joy of your er Path, 


into Pieces could tear 


Damon. Sint all Da ay I will fit at your Si 
Where Poplars far ſtretching” o er- 

the cool Tide; a a 

And 0 the clear River runs puri 


along, 
The Thrufb and the Linnet contend 


their Song. 
Laura. While you are but by me, no Dang 


fear, 


. | Ye Lambs, reſt in Safety, clans; 
n 
Bound on, ye blith n 


Gambols may ple 

For my _— is Kind, an and wp! He 
z, at Eaſe. 

Death. Ye 1 of Britdin, bright Riv 


The Wit,” of each Heart, and 
Theme of each Lay; 
enn the Swain till he n 


a WI 
For be do loves 'vuly, will take 


for Life. 


he n 
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Laura. Ye Youths, who fear nought but the 


. = =. 


Frows of the Fair, 


Ts; yours to beſieve, not to add to their 


Care ; 


| | Then ſcorn w. their Ruln Aſſiſtance to 


Beth. 


Within the Maze abſtruſe \ we „ range, 
And ſeek to find the bliſsful "Change, 
But ftill within the Ring; | 
At length the toilſome 
And Wait till Beauty's Charms divine 
Their pleaſing Solace bring, 


lend, 
Nor betray the feet Creatures you're 
5 born to defend. 


For their Honour and Faith be our Vir- 
ns renpwn'd 3 . 

Nor ale to his Vows one young Shep- 
herd be found; 

Be their Moments af guided by Virtue 

i- #447 and Truth, » i744 


To preſerve. in their Age 2” they 
outh. 


ind in * 
's o G -CLXVL. 


Eneath the Weight of tapes Lore, 


How weak does ev'ry E PEO? 150 
When — or g to get free! 0 
In vain . againft thy fatal Darts, 
The reilder, Soul its Forte exerts, „ 
And pants for Liberty. g , 


Tak reſign, 


I 


& 


LES 
* 


Cds) _ 

"Ah the! from bende aroſe that Pow'r,' 

W 7 bl ts the ſwe 5 Flow'r, 
ölet of Peace 


e Maid, w the Sman? MW” * 
chrdds thy war No me Heart, LA 
4 Vile Pains, that ſtill ineteaſe? a! 
Oh! why did Heavw'n wo Drlia give, 
. w . 2 muſt * live, 
a uty 


** ek 120 7 4 Maid, 
Thoſe her a which can never fade, 
The Smile diffuling. Joy. a 
How lon * crut! Maid, muſt L 
A ſing Siek, 
How bag in ieF decline ? 
Shall thoſe « Aur K es no Pity ſhow 
To him, increaſing Woe 
Would pierce each rarer out 1 


Oh! "oy "Delis, learn to 

The H 7 whole: Ha 125 
And lives alone or 1 

Indulge one Iofter Thou 

Ol think of Horror, Sur 
And then you'll pity me- 


But ſhould no feeling Senſe of Pain 
| Upon thy ſofter Minutes gain, 
Nor touch thy” cruel Breaſt: 
To calmer en Soul e | 
_ Shall bleſs thee, De Fa, tho' unkind, 
nd nn, aid de at Reſt, ACE 


1. 


(135; 
s ON ci. * N 


F, Klais, in thy faulileſ Form, 
All that is heav'nly fair we find; 


 ev'iry Grace conſpires to charm, 
And ſpeaks the , a. 4 of thy Mind: 


hy ſhould'f thou wonder, lovely Maid, 
[hoſe the ſoft Paſſions you inſpire? 


pw $ Love betray'd, DA 
"or 1 feel F r 2 b 


lleſs, thy y charming, Eyes | 
Nor know the ſimi ing ot they dart: 
ght can the wretched Gazer ſave, 


Or reſeue his devoted Heart. 


t, ah! to win the Soul, is more, 

And Friendſhip's noble Pires impart, 13 
ie Work of — diviner Pow'r, - 
While Reaſon wings th' unerring Dart. 


The wont juftly praiſe 

wond'rous Beauties of thy Packs * 
ol thy Charms a thouſand Ways, .“ 6 
And with thy Name their Numbers grace. 
dibip a nobler Theme ſhall find, 


And to th' admiring World diſplay 
Graces that adorn t y Mind 


F 
d ” 
7 


©” >» 


en thy bright Eyes ſhall ceaſe to FED! 
2 And Age thy fadin 1 embrace; 
_ n in thy Looks no Trace is found, 
Of what the lovely Flavia was: 


12 The 


N 
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The laſting Beauties of thy Mind, 
The Niue in gentle Strains ſhall ling; 

In thy fair Soul new Charms ſhall find, 
To raiſe her Voice, and prone.” her Fn 4 


s ON cu | 
ov Loves of kaut. pray tak ns 
And you, the he King $ Beef-eaters, foremolt x 


, 
Let Cooke too, and Matthews attend at my Ci 
And dance to my h while I ſing of a Bil 


. do ron, N 


With Coaches and Chariots in- neateſt Arry, 
The Nymphs of the COUnty, all frolick and g 
To this Ball reſorted, from far and from reinen 
The ha ptr was St. Peter's, and Herifers | 


Derry drum, 


With Handkerchiefs wafting a hungry Perfu hen t. 

Each Virgin impatiently enter'd the Room | 

Their — they gue , all white as i * 
rms, 

And diſplay (bat in dil 2 Luxurianc: 3 
. 


hen 1 
Vho {| 


ut pr 


n hort, 


Der donn, 

In vain the Qurill Fiddles 2dmoniſh the Fair 
To pair themſelves Wiek. and for g 
pate: an 


The Sal 
ith Bo 
ll agree 
din B 

de 
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$0 great 3 ſcarce heard was the 


2 to tell) each fair Maiden 


Wing, drown'd. 
1 | Der dun, &c. 


be Cauſe of this Tumult, it ſoon will appear, 
oo juſtly demanded a Sigh and a Tear; 

For, alas! Shipton's Prophecy here came about, 

d Youths were found wanting to take 'em 


all out. 
Derry down, &c. 


Fa rden up roſe a Hero, well known in the Place, 
Who rags up his Shoulders, and pity'd their 


ut propor an Expedient ; for pray, Ladies, 
hen — Half's in dancing, ſhould t other 


ſtand by? 
Derry down, &e. 


Wi tort, ſcarce this Hero had utter d the Word, 

hen two LOI of Beef appear'd on the 
Bo 

Vhich — the Virgins who Grikt did ad- 
vance, N 

Jetermin'd to ths ſince a 2 

Der down, &. 
The Salt and the Cruets were rang d in a Rows 
Vith Boxes of Pepper, a glitt ring Show: 


Fl! agreed that the T was delightfully roafted, 
d in Bumpers the D the Founder Was 


toaſted, 
| Dry drwn, be: 


1.4 :: 


23 — 
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From henceforth; let no * theſe Mai 


deſp iſe, Swe 
— — and Queen Beſs ſmall Differe n Sm 
—_ ... — Th 
For Beef in a Morning was her Maids Delight mt 
But our Maids of Honour prefer it * Night. Ane 
2 ; ory, 6 tan, reed 

Ane 


s ON cx. 


HEN fair Zelinda came 95 
To ſeize my wand' ring Heart, 3 
Swift ſpread the kindling Flame, o A 


+, 


Her ſparkling Eyes impart. ö 
22 150 9 =” 3 B 
To'the now raging Firm 
Each Motion did augment * Stoopi 
* "ay Fi: _ OP 5 2 
my Boſom feel, 8 4 The G 
| ty 85 s 
0 ry Sigh feyeal, 0 * oo « Dea 
Its Roo Mi. Scharte: 7 " 
Ves of my violent Pain 2 Con 
She did uncomſcidus prove, D " 
And ſaw, wit cold Niſdain , ! The N 
The of my Love. * * 
Ah! Nymp 2 why thus err 25 Not un 
Toit ng . ne 1 
o him, 8 depend b eron 
Entirely bn oy WII? 0 a Dov 
0¹ let Your” Gondod de — Ua B. 


At lens 
O 


= As lovely as_your wks alles: 
And if you "pity me, 
5 "Confer 2 mutual Flame. 


- — r 
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Be merciful as fair. 
Sweet as the bluſhing Roſe ; Wo. 


In —__—_ #4 Lobe declare: 
The riſing Wiſh diſcloſ ee. 
Fly! taſte the Heav'nly Bliſs, —... _. ,, 


And crown the warm Deſire, 
Feed on the balmy Kis, 
And in Love's Joys expire. 


Oo c 


A S Beauty's Goddeſs thro? the Sky 

i Rode airing in her Chariot, 

Who ſhould ſhe at a Diſtance fpy, "4 hy 
But Piercy, Anne, and Har riot? 


Stooping to take a nearer View, 
Of three ſuch lovely Faces 
The Goddeſs in a Tranſport flew, 
Suppoſing them her Graces. 


« Dear Girls, ſays ſhe, where haye ye ſtray d? 
« Faith, ye deſerve a Lecture 
Come, take your Seats, I'm much afraid, 


« We've miſs d our Ev'ning Nectar. 


The Nymphs in Silence and Amare 
Stood ſtill, and ſtrangely wonder d. 

Not underſtanding Heav'nly Phraſe. 
They thought at firſt it thunder d. 

I Doubt, the Laughter-loving Dame 
Began to think 'em ſtupid ; | 

At length from Nancy's Eyes, for Game, 
Out ſteals my Maſter Cupid. 

1 « What, 


6140) 
What, Mother, ſays the ſmiling Boy, 
« Your Eyes ſo ſoon want Glaſſes ? 
„ Your Pardon, — now I know you toy; 
« Why, theſe are mortal I | 
« Lord! Cupid, how you love to jeſt! 
| « Their Looks again I con Oer; 
* You'reright ; I took them, I roteſt, 
« For my three Maids of Honour. 


SONG CLXXI. 
Te a Friend, on bis Marriage. 


When gaily dance the purple Tides, 


And all to charm has Pow'r ; 
When, ſhou'd the Fates polfute the Joy, 
By ſnatching off ſome fav'rite Toy, 

The Pain ſcarce lives an Hour, 


But folemn Thought and ſerious Cares, 

Creepon us with 3 Years, 
And wage inteſtine War: 

Youth feels of Love the fev'riſh Heat; 

In ev'ry Pulſe alternate beat, 


ow Hope, and now Deſpair. 


The Thirſt of Pow'r, of Wealth, of Fame, 


Our Boſoms, more matur'd, inflame ; 
_ Diſeaſes wait grey Hairs. 
Thus from the Cradle to the Grave, 
Some diſtant Happineſs we crave : 
Death only bounds our Cares, 


(C14) 


yn Hymeneat Love, deſign' d: 2 

eav'n's laſt; best Boom oo Human hd wy 
Perfection cannorboaſt; ' '' (571 

tefore, a ſingle Mark for Fata 


'ow, Srfephon trembles for his Mate. 
When happieſt; fearing moſt. 


\ Parent's Tranſport ſhould you know, #8911 

s well you'll feel a'Parent's Woe; L 
Grief ever waits on [(ox.. 

Now laughs the lovely Babe careſs'd,” 

o fleeps i in Death's eternal Reſt, "er 
And Tears embalm the Boy. 2 wort 


Perhaps tis beſt, while here below, + 14 © 
That Life a chequer d Scene would how, 

Not Sun-ſhine all; nor Rain; 
Tis Pain that Pleaſure ſtil endears 
And Hopes De ht oppos d to Tears 23 = 

We only = an {on Bu 


And leſt the Muſe, as thus ſhe draws N id 
A Scene, that while it pleaſes, wess, ö; 
Too deep ſhould caſt the Shade: 
'Tis own'd, that we our ſelves ſupply 5 9 
The falling Tear, the riſing Sigh; sn Ye 
And feel the Scourge we made 


From trivial Thingy our/Anguiſh grows, 
ame, And Fancy forms, on real Woes, ..  .. 
Our Paſſions cheat our Eyes \f 
They light the Wiſh that fires the may ü 1 
The Weiher, is no more poſſeſt, | = 
here all our Treaſure lies. 


% N 


(/ 148:')) 
Throw off the Madman and the Fool, | 
Content ſhall ſoon return 
For Virtue gilds the darkeft Scene, 
Charms Pain and Care, to Smiles ſerene, 
Heav'n kindly. to human Race, 
Th' andenig Wale the ſoft Embrace 
Of ſweet connubial Lo V:? 
Hence all out pureſt Pleaſures flow ;/ 
By mingling Souls'we- learn below, 
How Saints are bleſt above. 


Be yours the fav'rite Lot to prove 
Thoſe Pleaſures that, in Eden s Grove, 
The firſt bleſt Partners knew; 
— 4 mutual Love, a conſtant Gueſt, 
Refine each Rapture in the Breaſt; - 
And may your Tears be few. 


While here with Mortals you refide, 
Tour Chloe Pleaſure and her Pride, 1 
May improve your Flame! 
And — — teleas d from Care, 
May =: Deſcendants, wiſe and fair, 


nberit all your Fame. 
SONG CLXXI. . 


O may ſay chat you will, but Belinda 


| Re 

And Stella's all Bone, and her Shape is too ſmall; 
Dear (los my Wiſh, tho' extenſive ber Charms, 
Tho''the Front of her Stays is too wide for my 


Arms. 


& * 4 
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Pri certain Miſs Fanyy's a ſweet little Dear, 


ind Zeph pI — Lucy is near ; 
But Chloe's all Sweetneſs by Nature deſign'd, 


emight call her anHogſhead of Double rei d. 


ben the dances, then leap my ford Heart like 
PETS og, * * PO” / 14: 3:24 1222 HOY ; 

ben with Rapture T preſs her, Pm loft in a Fog; 

beg for a Kiſs, while my Vows Trenew, 

nd imbibe Half à Pint of ambroſial Dew. 


he frequently mentions young Strepbon the Beau, 
ut why ſhould Ireckon m Rivat s Foe 3 * 
en let him proceed, it will he'er ee Pain, 
Ve both ſhall find more than our will | 


contain. Adi 
eoft overheard the ill natur'd Expreffion, 
hat Beauty, ſo bulky, muſt pall in Poſſeſhon ; 
his Notion the Critick is furely miſſed, 
ve's Flame by her Fat will be conftantly fed. 


meNymphs haveAngelicalSweetneſsandGrace, 
112 rather a Cherubim's Face 

e's always good- humour d, facetious and free, 
d only gives Pain when ſhe fits on my Knee. 


att not, as timorous Fribbles have done, 

the dubſtance of Three or Four Females inone; 
balance her Weight with his 1 1 Coin. 

en let the dear ponderous Charmer be mine. 


? 


SONG 


0 (.744 ) 


I IL CITIES. N ud *, b 

0 15 $43 „ Un LS] ell! * * a1 Tho 
en g oN G-OCLARUL . Ib 
t) 112 E? Ya wy SONG bs. - Vi his 


| 71 ig Gold that al Womem bewitches, Gir 


H inkl thinner than Law 
1 — get 1 44, ene in your Breeches, 


, You'll, neither want, Beauty not Brawn, 
x + you, but the Pence in your Breecher, 
Tou Il neither want | Beauty—nor | Brau 


; f Would ou flence A Patriot Committee, 
at their Lips with your magical Wand 

ps Y © 
Dig 194 Country, a and e and City 


and the Lock of the Land. 
bY. 5 Through the Country, 9 


Take b of this ſame from your Coffet 

Diſplay to the Voter your Pelf; 
And 1 1925 E Hebes to to per 

+ Will, frugall LF pimſel 
* Saur ki And the Wreich, | 
Tis a Hot för the Fowl of all- Feather, | 
A Bait for the Guſt of all Fin; o ſtudy 
To this ev ry Gudgeon" wilt Father, From | 
ein d 0 ready dreſt in you Diſh is the ( 
De this cn, ſc; 


If the « Booby, your Pupil, ſo dull is, of Pri 

He ſcarce can remember, his Name; Tis 

Vet his Mouth it ſhall open like Tully's, 
When fed with a Spoon of this ſame. Of 
Cy Yet bis Moutb, | 


2. 1 1 
— — * 0) 


In the 

Let 
Vith t 
Tw 


* T 
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 WTho' a Raſcal, a Bear, and a Blockhead, 
Unconſcious of Mood or of Tenſe ; 
7 his Plaiſtic Receipt in yo our Pocket, 
hes Gives Grace, Figure, Virtue, and Senſe. 
* . This Plaiſtic Receipt, & 


des, In the Courts ſhould your Cauſe be disjointed, 
raw. Let not that fink your Spirits one Peg; 
chen M\ith the Oil of this Noſtrum anoint it, 
Brawl 'Twill make it as right as my Leg. 


With the Oil, &c. 


ee, 

Wand would you get a fat Church in your Clutches, 
oY Tip my old Gouty — the Wink; 

an 


t the Token he'll al off his drutches, 
And dance to the Tune of old Chink. 


At the Token, 08 


1d Saints will for chis ſell their Manuals; 
Yer this at your ſov'reign Nod, 
d vill ſkip like young Spaniels, 
And Cardinals kiſs you this Rod. 
: Old F twill feip, &c. 


o ſtudy ought elſe is but Nonſenſe, 
From — all * ſprings ; 


is the Crown, Beauty, Cauſe and goon Con- 
ſcience 


Of Prieſts, Ladies, Lawyers, and Kings. 

N 'Tis the Crown, Beauty, Cauſe and good 
ly q Conſcience 

by Of Priefts, Ladies, Lawyers, and Kings. 
outh, © 


T 


try, & 
Coffer 
fer, 


er, 


1 


F Diſh 
v'ry, 6 


K 8 0 NG 
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s ONG CLXXIV. 
Y Mammy has often told, 
And ſure ſhe is wond'rous wiſe, 
In Cities, all that you behold, 
Is a fair but a faithleſs Diſguiſe; 
That the Modes of a Court Education 
Are Train-Pits, and Traitors to Youth ; 
And the only fine Language in Faſhion, 
A Tongue=thar is foreign to Truth. 
Where Honour is barely an Oath, 
Where Knaves are with Noblemen claſs'd, 
Where Nature's a Stranger to both, 
And Love, an old Tale of Times paſt; 
ere Laughter no Pleaſure diſpenſes, 
Where Smiles are the Envoys of Art, 
Where Joy lightly ſwims on the Senſes, 
But neyer can enter the Heart. 


Where Hopes, and kind Hugs, are 'Trapanne 
Where Virtue's divorc'd from Succefs, 
Where Cringing goes current for Manners, 
And Worth—is no deepet than Dreſs : 
Where Favour creeps lamely on Crutches; 
Where Friendſhip is nothing but Face, 
And the Title of Duke or of Dutcheſa, 
I allm—that. entitles to Grace. 


„* «+ 
+ % a 


e, 


(>: 
tches; 
ace, 
„ 
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SONG CEXXV.. 
HEN the Heir has attain'd the wiſh'd 


Hour, 

Of laying his Dad in the Ground; 
And ſees the ſeal'd Bags in his Power, 

Old Hoardings of Pound on Pound ; - : 
What Poor do you think in waiting, - -* 

All gaping to ſeize his Store >. 
A Train of his own creating, 
His Pleaſures, that ſtarv'd before. 


| 3 

My Friends, how facetiouſſy droll is 

Your Suit to our Ladies fair! 
Alas! from their own poor Follies, 

How think ye that they can ſpare? 
Againft ſuch. Intruders no Hinges 

Still turns the forbidding Door; 
For Vanity eats up the Indies, | 

And hungers and thirſts for more. 


Yet many, when Beggars are preſſing, 
Of Bounty are nothing loath, .. .. . | 
The Biſhop will give you his Bleſling, 
The Officer give you his Oath ; 
Of his Promiſe to be a free Donor, 
The Courtier was never nice, | 
And Great ones will give you their Honour, 
For thefe are of little Price, Lan: 


K 2 SONG 


O 


Thrice 
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SONG CLXXVI. 


A ODE on SOLLITUDE. 


1. 


hou, the Brightner of our Joys, 

And Part'ner of our Care, 

gentle Goddeſs of our Grott, 
Vouchſafe the Muſe an Ear. 

Thou to ſoft Numbers firſt didſt form * 


Tongue, 


| Thine be the Tribute of the artleſs Song. 


II. 


Like Heav'n's, the Bleſſings thou prepar'ſt 
Are free and unconfin'd ; 
Yet ſcorn'd by them, b wayward Man, 
How few thoſe Bleſſings find 
Stranger to thee, the Coward and the Knave, 
Thy Friends, thy Fav'rites, are the Good and 


— 


III. 


Lo! fair-ey'd Innocence, for thee 
The buſy Worldling flies ; 

And in hy Shades emboſſom'd, ſeeks 
The Soul's ſerener Joys: 

Joys, which thy Steps 

Ill fought in 

Great. 


alone, O Virtue! wait: 
urts, here Folly charms the 


IV. The 


Whoſ 


her 


ve , 
d and 


vait: 
as the 


. *'The 
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IV. 


The Virgin, whoſe deluded Heart 
Laments a Lover flown; _ 
Or bappuer Fair, whoſe Boſom pants 
For Tranſports yet unknown, 
Thy ſov'reign Pow'r alternately declare, 
To ſmooth wild Extaſy, or gild Deſpair. 


V. 


The good old Sage, whoſe Ev'ning Steps 
Deputed Angels guard, 
Thy Joys ſhall oft with Rapture ſing, 
So oft with Rapture ſhar'd. 
Whilft to aſtoniſh'd Crouds this Truth he tells, 
How Seraphs Flights are found in Hermits Cells. 


VI. 


Nor leſs ſhall thee the Bard proclaim, 

Joint Parent of his Verſe ; 
Whether he ſing of Stella's Charms, 

Or Heav'nly Strains rehearſe. | 
Whoſe Balms alike, his each Attempt inſpire, 
dweeten the Sonnets, or the Anthem fire. 


VII. 


Thee ſhall the Worthy and the Good, 
And ev'ry Age adore ; 7550 1211 
When Kings ſhall ſmile, and Crouds advance 
The giddy Shouts no more. | 
For genuine Joy to Solitude reſorts, | 
And leaves to Vanity the Blaze of Courts: 
+: "4 VIII. Thee 
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New 

VIII. Bach 
i g 111 L „an 
Thee (oh!) whilſt Youth and Vigour ſtting And ſa 
Theſe Nerves, and warm this Heart; : Fac 
E'er ſickning Nature feel the Stroke e 
Of Time in ev'ry Part. Raptur 


Here ſtay my 5 — 8 kind Heav'n, where Peace The L 
is found, 5 
And Joys, beſt Emblems of thy own, abound. Oh | 


80 NG CIAXVIL | ayes 


5 I'S Fenny fings —— ye lifning Fair, 
Snatch from her Lips each warbling Air; 

Quick to my Breaſt the Mufick thrills, 

And all my Soul with Tranſport fills. 


Now mount the trembling Notes; and now 
They ſink in eaſy Cadence flow; _ _ 
Now ſwells the ſweetly-mingled Strain, 
That blends, like Love; Delight and Pain, 


Hark! how ſhe tunes her rural Lay, 
Soft as the vocal Grove in May, 

Each Sound the vernal Joy inſpires, 
And all my teeming Fancy fires. 

She tunes her Voice to gentleſt Themes, 
And, plaintive, wakes the Lover's Flames ; 
See, while-ſhe moves the tender Thought, 
Her Cheek the graceful Bluſh hath caught. 

The ſweet complaining Notes expreſs | 
The melting Lover's fond Diftreſs : © 
On me the fond Diftreſſes ſteal, 

And all the Woes I hear, 1 feel. 


New 


New 
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New Tyrants ſeize th' unguarded Heart, 
Bach Beauty wafts a pointed Dart —— 
Ah! turn thoſe Eyes, whoſe artleſs Roll! 
And ſapient Beam, transfix my Soul. 

Each conſcious Look, each nameleſs Charm, 
Bid ev'ry Note my Soul alarm; | 
Raptur'd I hear, and ardent trace 
The Loves that wanton o'er thy Face. 


Oh ! ceaſe the Strain, I can no more — | 
3 how ſtrange thy magic Power | 
Too ſtrong my crouding Tranſports prove 
To Madneſs Muſic turns my Love. ; 


SONG  CLXXVIEL. 


Contraſte to an Addreſs wW ISDOM 


O Wee my Goddeſs, earthly born, 
With ſmiling Looks, and ſparkling Eyes, 
And with a Bloom that ſhames the Morn 

New riſen in the eaſtern Skies. _ 


Furniſh'd from Nature's boundleſs Store. 
A Nymph of Pleaſure's laughing Train - 
itranger to all the Wiſe explore, | 
She proves all far-ſought Knowledge vain. 
Untaught, as Venus, when ſhe found | 
Herſelf firſt floating on the Sea, 
Aud laughing, begg'd the Tritons round, 
For Shame to look ſome other Way. 
And unaccompliſh'd all as Eve 
In the firſt Morning of herLife, 
When Adam bluſh'd, and aſk'd her Leave, _ 
To take her Hand and call her Wife. 
K 4 Yet 


Ld 
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Yet there is ſomething in her Face, I Hithe 
Tho' ſhe's unread in Plato's Lore, Cloth 

Might bring ev'n Plato to Diſgrace, Air 1 
For leaving Precepts taught before. | 


And there is Magic in her Eye, 

| Tho' ſhe's unſkill'd to conjure down 
The pale Moon from th' affrighted Sky, 

ould draw Endymion from the Moon, 


And there are Words that ſhe can ſpeak, 
Moſt eaſy to be underſtood ; ; 
More ſweet than all the Heathen Greek 
By Helen talk'd, when Paris woo'd. Recit 
And ſhe has Raptures in her Pow'r, 
More worth than all the flatt'ring Claim 
Of Learning's unſubſtantial Dow'r, 
In preſent Praiſe, or future Fame. 
Let me but kiſs her ſoft warm Hand, 
And let me whiſper in her Ear, 
What Knowledge would not underſtand, 
And Wiſdom would diſdain to hear. 
And let her liſten to my Tale. 
And let one ſmiling Bluſh ariſe, 
Beſt Omen that my Vows prevail, 
P11 ſcorn the Scorn of all the Wiſe. 


SONG CLXXINR 
ODE at the Juſtallation of his Grace, the Duke if 
Newcaſtle, Changellor of the niverfityofCambridge ¶ 4ir 2. 
H. E all thy active Fires diffuſe, 
1 Thou genuine Britiſh Muſe ; 5 
E L . Ither 


% 


Hither deſcend from yonder orient Sæy, 
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Cloth'd in thy Heay'n-wove Robe of Harmony. 


Air 1. 


Recil. 


[aim 


Luke of 
T1dge Air 2. 


lither 


Come imperial Queen of Song, 


Come with all that free-born Grace, 
Which lifts thee from the ſervile Throng, 

Who meanly mimic thy Majeſtic Pace; 
That Glance of Dignity divine, 


Which ſpeaks thee of celeſtial Line 


Proclaims thee Inmate of the Sky, 
Daughter of Jove, and Liberty, 


II. 


The elevated Soul, who feels 
Thy awful Impulſe, walks the fragrant 
Ways | 
Of honeſt unpolluted Praiſe : 
He with impartial Juſtice deals | 
The 5 Chaplets of immortal 
ays: | 
He flies —_ Ambition's low Career ; 
And nobly thron'd in Truth's meridian 
Sphere, | | 
Thence, with a bold and Heav'n- 
| directed Aim, by 
Full on fair Virtue's Shrine he pours 
the Rays of Fame. * 
III. 


Goddeſs ! thy piercing Eye explores 
The radiant Range of Beauty's Stores, 
The ſteep Aſcent of Pine-clad Hills, 
The ſilver Slope of falling Rills: 
| Catches 


n 8 
( . 


DD 
Catches each lively- colour; d Grace, 


The Crimſonof the Wood-Nymph's Face, 


The Verdute of the Velvet Lawn, 


The Purple in the Eaſtern Dawn, 


Or all thoſe Tints, which, rang'd in 
vivid Glow. 


Mliark the bold Sweep of the cœleſtia 


Eecit. 


W 
But _ ſhe lifts her tuneful Tranſports 
hig, -1 | 
When to her intelleQual Eye 


The mental Beauties riſe in moral Dignity; 


. 


1 f f Or that, the calm, yet active Heat, 
Wich which mild Genius warms the Sage's 


Air 3. 


The ſacred Zeal for Freedom's Cauſe, 
That fires the glowing Patriot's Breaſt ; 
The ork Pride, that plumes the Hero's 

| 1 reſt 6 SD * 4 
When for his Country's Aid the Steel 


he draws ; 


„„ Heart, 


# 


Too lift fair Science to a loftier Seat, 


Or ftretch to ampler Bounds the wide 
Domain of Art. 


Theſe, the beſt Bloſſoms of the virtuous 
Mind, 
She culls with Taſte refin'd ; 


From their ambroſial Bloom 


With Bee-like Skill ſhe draws with rich 


* * 


| Perfume, . , 
And blends the Sweets - all convey 
In the ſoft Balm of her mellifluous * 


Recit 


Recit. 


ey 
AY - 
* 


Recit. 


(13s) 


Is there 2 Clime where, all theſe Beauties 
riſe 
In one collected Radiance to bor Eyes ? 
Is there a Plain, whoſe genial Soil inhales 
Glory's invigorating Gales, 
Her brighteſt Beam where Emulation 
ſpreads, 
Her kindlieſt Dews where Science ſheds, 


Where ew ry Stream of Genius flows, 


Where ev'ry Flow'r of Virtue glows ? 
Thither the Muſe exulting flies 
There ſhe 744d — 


Horus l. All hail, all hail, 


Recit. 


Myeſtick Granta! hail thy awful I 
Dot to the Muſe, to Liberty, to Fame, 


n 


You too, illuſtrious Train, ſhe greets, 
Who firſt in theſe inſpiring Seats 
Caught the bright Beams of that ætherial 


Fire, 


Which now ſublimely prompts you to 


aſpire 


To Deeds of nobleſt Note; whether to 


ſhield 


Your Country s Liberties, your Coun- 
try's Laws; 
Or in Religion's hallow'd Cauſe 
To hurl the Shafts of Reaſon, and to 


wield 
Thoſe 
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Thdſe heav'nly temper'd Arms, whoſe 
rapid Force x 
Arreſts baſe Falſehood in her impious 
Courſe, LE M08 =. 
 Anddrives rebellious Vice indigngnt from 
the Field. 
Air 4. And now ſhe tunes her plauſive Song 
| To you her ſage domeſtick "1'hrong ; 
Who here, at Learning's richeſt Shrine 
Diſpenſe to each ingenuous Youth 


The Treaſures of immortal Truth, 
And open Wiſdom's golden Mine. 


Recit. Each Vouthinſpird by your perſuaſive Art, 
 - Claſps the dear Form of Virtue to his 
Heart, | 
And feels in his tranſported Soul 
Enthuſiaſtick Raptures roll, 
Gen'rous as thoſe, the Sons of Cecrops 


caught 
In hoar | Lyceum's Shades from Plato's 
-  fire-clad Thought. 


Air. 5, O Granta l on thy happy Plain 
Still may theſe Attick Glories reign : 
8 * zun may ſt thou keep thy wonted State 
n unaffected Grandeur great; 


Recit. Great as at this illuſtrious Hour, 
When he, whom George's well-weigh'd 

| Choice, | EY 

And Albion's general Voice 


Have 


Air 6. 


Air 6 . 
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Havelifted to the faireſtHeights of Pow'r, 
When he appears, and deigns to ſhine 
The Leader of thy learned Line; 


And bids the Verdure of thy olive Bough, 


Mid all his civic Chaplets wine, 
And add freſhGlories to his honour'dBrow, 


VIIL 


Haſte then, and amply o'er his Head 
The graceful Foliage ſpread ; | 
Mean while the Muſe ſhall ſnatch the 
Trump of Fame, 
And lift her ſwelling Accents high, 
To tell the World that Pelbam's Name 
Is dear to Learning as to Liberty, 


Full Chorus, 


TheMuſe ſhall ſnatch the Trumpof Fame, 
And lift her ſwelling Accents high, 

To tell the World that Pelbam's Name, 
Is dear to Learning as to Liberty. 


SONG CLXXX. 


H US I faid to my Heart, in a Pet other 


1 FO 
had rather be hang'd, than go moping this Way; 
0Throbbings, noWiſhes, your Moments employ, 


jut you ſleep in my Breaſt without Motion or Joy. 


When Chloe perplex'd me, twas ſweeter by half, 


Ind at Thais's 
our-Burnings and Achings I ſtrove not to cure, 
50 one was a Jilt, and the other a Whore. 


iles, I could oftentimes laugh; 


When 


(138) 
* When, I walk'd- up the Mall, or ftrolPd thro R 


the Street, 0 And 
Vers Perticvat bruſh'd me bur len) you cou Nor 
det; Ever 


Or if bang went the Hodp, againſt Corneror Poſt, 
In the magical Round you were ſure to be loſt. T 


Rut now if a Nymph goes as naked as Eve, For 
Like Adam,; unfallen, you never perceive, 
Or the Seat of Delighti if theFig-Leafl ſhould hide, Have 
You tempt not my Fingers to draw it aſide. Bu 


Is it Caution, or Dread, or the-Froſt of old Ape, 
That inclines you withReauty no more to engage 'T'wi 
Tell me quickly the Cauſe; for it makes me Neitl 

quite mad, But a 
In the Summer's gay Seaſon to ſee you ſo ſad. | 


Have a Care, quoth my Heart, how youll TI 

. tempt me to ſtray, | 

He that hunts down a Woman muſt runad-d W/ Oo 
Like à Hare ſhe can wind, or hold out with the Enfla 


Fox, And 
And ſecure in the Chace, her Purſuers ſhe mock 


For Chloe I burnt with an innocent Flame, 
And beat to the Muſic that breath'd out het 
; Name ; 

Three Summers: blew over the Caſtles I built, 
And beheld me a Fool, and my Goddeſs a Jilt, 

Next Thais the Wanton my Wiſhes employ'd 
And oy 7 One repair'd what the Cruel de 

troy” 

Like Shadrach Tliv'd in a ba of Fire, 


Zut unlike him was ſcorch'd and compel'd- << Wh 
__ The v 


Recruitec 
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' thro Recruited once more, F all my Pain; © 
And was jiked and burnt- and be-devil'd again 

cou Nor a Petcitoat fring'd,” nor ob Heel of a oy 
Ever paſs d you by W but at it N flew.” 

* Poſt, 


loft Thus jilted and wounded and burnt to a Coal, 
For Reft I retreated, again to be whole 

But your Eyes, eyer open to lead me „F 
hide Have bebeld a new Face, and command me r 


ze, 


But remember, in whatever Flames I may 
| Ape, burn, 
gage Twill be Folly to aſk for, or wiſh g Y 
es me Neither Thais, nor Chloe, again ſhall inflame; x 
But a Nymph more Provenarg 18 your! can 
name. 


hs rs ſaid, with a Bound from my Boſom be 


o Phillis ! thoſe Eyes "TY him Poſting. to you? 
Enſlav d by your Wit, he grows of his Chain, 
And vows I ſhall never poſſes him again.” 


I 
1 


SONG o is VT 


E nocd? no Bows, -no l 8 * 
No Guards, no Pegaſean Horſe, | 
1 Jilt. Y Whoſe Conſcience from all Guilt refin'd, 21 
aloy'd Ne'er like a Ghoft, doth haunt his Mind;  ” 
e desi But lives ſecure without Defence, ) 1 
Arm'd with the Shield of Innocence. 


What ! tho' he ſails the ttormy Main, 
The Waves foam out their Rage in vain ; 


If 
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If Lybia's Sand he-travels Gern 
Where ſavage Beaſts for Hunger roar, 


Their Rage, their Hunger they forget, 


And lie down couchant at his Feet. 
While I was walking in my Grove, 


And all my Thoughts employ'd on Love, 


Unbent from Cares, I went along, 

Nothing but Cælia was my Sofig; 
Then I (unarm'd of all beſide 

That ſacred Name) a Wolf eſpy'd. 


Greater than thoſe which Afric yields, 


Or howl in warlike Daunia's Fields; 
He fiercely look'd, but ſtrait became 
Difarm'd himſelf, at Cælia's Name: 
He fled ; for Beaſts adore the Shrine 
Where ſuch a Goddeſs dwells as mine. 


Place me where Summer ne'er appears, 


In all the round of circlmg Years ; 
Where Fove deſcends in ſtormy Rains, 
And ſtops the Channels of the Veins ; . 
Vet there my Soul the Cold defies, 
Warm'd with the Heat, of Czlia's Eyes. 


Or place me (but with Cælia) where 
No Breezes fan the ſultry Air; © © 


I ſhall not fear the Sun's hot Beams, . 


>. They'll only but increaſe my Flames : 
With Flames aſſiſted from above, 
1 ſhall be melted all to Love. 


8 ONG 


Might 
But 


Upon 
And 


There 

And 
But all 
And 


ranſc« 
Delig 
) let r 

With 


roſy, 
Perfu' 
ke Ne 
But c 
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1 


SONG CLAXXIL 


T HE Nymphs all labour Day and Night, 
To rival and outſhine my Widow; 
But ſhe, beſides the Charms in Sight, 
Has matchleſs Graces that lie did-o, 
O my lovely charming Widow ! 
My dear delicious Widow! | 
May: Love till bleſs, and Joy careſs, 
The tender Heart of my lovely Widow, 


Might I be Monarch of the Eaſt, 
But muſt reſign for that my Widow, 
Upon her Lips I'd chuſe to feaſt, - - 
And take the ſweet Repaſt inſtead-o. * 
There are who ſet them up for Maids, - 
And ſpare no Pains to blaſt my Widow; 
But all the While we know they're Jades, 
And have a thouſand Times been rid-o. 
O my lovely, &c, 
ranſcendent, ſweet, D Fair! 
Delightful, pretty, ſmiling Widow! _ 
) let me baniſh ev'ry Care 5 
With thee, in yonder verdant Meadow. 
O my lovely, &c. 
roſy, fragrant, balmy Breath, | 
Perfumes the Kiſſes of my Widow; 
ike Nectar, they might ſave from Death, 
But cryel, envious Gods forbid, —oh ! 
0 my lovely, &c. 


Tranſporting 
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Tranſporting Love, and honeſt Truth, Oh! t 
And ſweet Good-humoùr grace my Widow; ? 

And in the florid Bloom of Youth, The R 
Her Wit is ſtill by Judgment led -o. Iro Fe: 


Þþ 7k TUBING O my lovely, &, And le 
And when within my folding Arms, 
I fondly claſp my gentle Widow, 
My Heart, like any Goat's, the warms, 
That pants to form the future Kid-o. 
7553 0 lovely, & A 
s O NG cixxxm. fe 
Jxy ay, cat this wav ring and doubting], 
of Mi N * 
Why one Minute cruel, and one Minute kind?! T7 
The Seafon for Love is too ſhort for Delay, * 
And Beauty's a Flower that ſoon fades away. The Fi 
An Beauty's a Flower that ſoon fades away Pomo 
Gay Hopes, and warm Hours are too fleeting 9. 
, 'to loſe, | on 


And they are the Bloſſoms each Lover muſt uſe; 
Unſettled by Nature, they quickly take Wing 


To wel 
The 


They die in the Autumn, ' and bloem but 1 * £ 
Spring. | *mal. | ell 
© -- !They die in the Autumn, © YMark yi 
That Air, and that Shape, ſo adapted for Love Benea 
Thoſe Eyes _ thoſe: Features deluſive wil wa - 
prove; 1 ö a 

My Feelirig% ſo tendet, with Time will expire 182 


And the Ague of Age will extinguiſh my Fire. 


And the Ague of Age, &c (Cheer d 
Oh 52 


heir 
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Oh! think chen, dear Fair one, reſolve me in 
OW ; Haſte, . 
The Moments ſo precious 'twere Pity to waſtet 
ro Fears bid adieu, from thoſe Whimſies be free, 
&c and let, as deſign'd, Love and Beauty agree. 
And let, as den d, &c. 


$ONG CLXXXIV. 


kr. A Wing Sol, whoſe gladſome Rays 
Invite the Muſe to ſing; 
Prone o'er the Faſt, his Flame diſplays, 
To uſher in the Spring. 
bil Great Nature gives the loud Alarm, 
e And all her Works 1 
il Reſuming ev'ry wonted Charm, 
cind! 
=y To bleſs the riſing Year. 


7ay. The Fields their livelieſt Verdure wear, 
2 ᷓ Pomona's Bleſſings bloom ; © 
And Flora does the ambient Air 

With vernal Sweets perfume ; 
To welcome Spring on oaten Reed, 
The Shepherds make Effayz  * 
hilſt all around th' enamePd Mead, 
Their wanton Lambkins play. 


Mark yon two Lovers in the Grove, 
Beneath the friendly Shade, | 
Hark, how the — declares his Love, 
To the enamour'd Maid; , 
Where Trees appear with Leaves replete, | 
And warbling Birds proclaim | 


>etin! 


t uſe; 
Ning 
jut 1 
„ Oc 
Love 
I wil 


- x13 


* (Cheer'd by he Sun's enliv'ning Heat) 
Tbeir little am'rous Flame. 


Here 


| ( 164 ) 

Here Love, in all its Sweets, reſides, 
As when at firſt ordain'd, 

E'er Pride, and ev'ry Vice beſides, 
Its pure Delights had ftain'd ; 

Let Rakes their ſtupid Joys declare, 
They're ſenſeleſs of the Bliſs, 

Which all the Few that's happier ſhare, 
Pth' Balmy rural Kiſs. f 


Think! Britons, think, on Kings ſevere, 
Who rule in diſtant Climes; 

Where nought but barren Fields appear 
Tho' the revolving Times; 

Here Liberty and Plenty ſmile, 
And Peace extends again 

Her Olive Branch, to glad the Ille, 
And bleſs great Georges Reign. 


SONG cIXXXV. 


that dear Nymph, whoſe pow'rful Name 
Does ev'ry throbbing Nerve inflame, 


(As the ſoft Sound I low repeat, 2 
My Pulſe unequal Meaſures beat) 

Whoſe Eyes I never more ſhall fee, 

That once ſo ſweetly ſhin'd on thee; 
Go, gentle Wind! and kindly bear 
My tender Wiſhes to the Fair. 


Amidft her Pleaſures let her know 
The ſecret Anguiſh'of my Woe, 


The Midnight Pangs, the jealous Hell, 


Does in this tortur'd Boſom dwell. 


While 


— — + Aa 


hall cl. 


Whe! 
ind all 
lf God 
is ev'ry 


Wiſtead « 


| hat ur 


Wn Reco 


The onl 


Way 1, 


relerye 


Name 
ne, 
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While laughing ſhe, and full of Play, 
h; with her young Companions gay; 
Or hearing in ſome fragrant Bower 
Her Lover's Sigh, and Beauty's Power. 


Loft and forgotten may I be! 
Dh! may no pitying Thought of me 
diſturb the Joy that ſhe may find, 
When Love is crown'd, and Fortune kind: 
lay that bleſt Swain (whom yet J hate) 
Be proud of his diſtinguiſh'd Fate; 
Each happy Night be like the firſt, 
\nd he be bleſs'd as I am curs'd. 


While in theſe pathleſs Woods I ſtray 
ind loſe my ſolitary Way; 

alk to the Stars, to Frees complain, 
ind tell the ſenſeleſs Woods my Pain; 
ut Madneſs ſpares that ſacred Name, 

or dares the hidden Wound proclaim 
Vhich ſecret Rankling, ſure and flow, . 
hall cloſe, in endleſs Peace, my Woe. 


When this fond Heart ſhall ake no more, 
\nd all the Ills of Life are o'er ; 


f Gods by Lovers Pray'rs are mov'd, 
\s ev'ry God in Heav'n has lov'd) 


Fiſtead of bright Elyſian Joys, 


That unknown Something in the Skies, 


J Recompence of all my Pain, 


Ine only Heav'n I would obtain, 


Flay IJ, the Guardian of her Charms, 


While 


reſerve that Paradiſe from Harms, 


SONG 


( 166 ) 
SONG CLXXXVI. 
HEN firſt I ſaw Belinda's Face, 


Which Words can ne'er define; 

* Young Cupid ſent a miſſile Dart; 

And thro* my Eye it reach'd my Heart, 
Impreſs d by Force divine. 


But ah! while Cytherea charm'd, 
Minerva's Wit my Soul alarm'd, 

A double Wound impreſt, | 
Soon robb'd my Eyes of balmy Sleep, 
My Mind, in Contemplation deep, 

Forgot the Hour of Reſt. 


No longer the once pleaſing Sound 


Of Muſick ſoft, or deep-mouth'd Hound, 


Can move my Soul to Joy. 
Belinda kind, all Nature's gay, 
Then ev'ry fmiling Month is May; 

December, when ſhe's coy. 


The Trees a darker Verdure ſhed, 


And mournful Glooms the Sky o'erſpread, 


The Proſpect fades around; 
In vain the Thruſh would ſwell his Note, 
Or Philomel extend her Throat, 

In dreary Silence drown'd. 


Which then of all the Gods will hear 
An earneſt Suppliant's ardent Pray'r, 
And deign her Mind to move? 


Her eaſy Air, and winning Grace, 


To tt 
Benig 
4 


Hear 
Nor I 
( 
One 
Or ra 
/ 


Not a 
Furio! 


] 
Tis E 
Such 
/ 


Hear, 
Let n. 


Hear, 
To ye 
] 


I F 
Nor f. 
As ti 
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To thee I fly, celeſtial Maid, 

Benign, propitious Clio, aid, 
And tune her Soul to Love. 


Hear in the Muſe the Lover ſigh, 
Nor longer his fond Suit deny ; ; 
On you depends his Fate: 
One Word from you will ſtrike him dead, 
Or raiſe on high his tow'ring, Head 
Above the Monarch's State. 


Not as the Lion ſeeks the Deer, 

Furious, his trembling Prey to tear, 
Does he the Fair purſue? 

'Tis Bliſs he aſks, complacent, ſweet, 

Such Bliſs that thrills when Lovers meet, 
And each is kind and true; 


Hear, and approve, all lovely Fair, 
Let not be loſs in empty Air, 
This unavailing Lay: ' * 
Hear, and approve your Vot'ry's Song, 
To you his tend'reſt Thoughts belong, 
In Love his firlt Efſay. 


SONG CLAXXVIL 


1 F thro' Life's Courſe you'd rightly ſteer, 
Not always tempt the Deep, 
Nor ſtand, in Storms, ſo much in Fear, 
As ſtill the cautious Bark too near 
The treach'rous Shore to keep. 


Who in the golden Mean delight, 
Both wild Extremes will fly; 


The 
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The ſordid Houſe that ſhocks the Sight, That ö 
The ſtately Palace dazling bright, 
That ſtrains the envious Eye. * 
The loftieſt Pines the loweſt bend, Should 
When bluſt' ring Storms aſſail, V 
Tall Turrets from vaſt Heights deſcend, The di 


Red Lightnings cloud-topp'd Mountains rend, V 
Down ruſhing to the Vale. | 


Then 
When Fortune frowns, the well-taught Mind T 
On chearing Hopes lays hold: Diſpel 
Suſpects her Smiles, when the ſeems kind, Ar 


Knowing how prone to Change inclin'd, 


Fove brings rough Winter's Cold. Not all 


TI 
The ſame removes; tho' now in Pain, Would 
Tuill not be always fo. As 
His Muſe, late ſilent, now again hn 
Apollo wakes with lively Strain, An 
: Nor always bends the Bow. eo 
Let manly Fortitude prevail, Th 
Tho' adverſe Wind and Tide; 
But if the two obſequious Gale 
Too freely fill, then furl the Sail, | 
The Helm let Prudence guide. O! 
SON G CLXXXVII. or Peac 
| Wh 
ELIA, muſt I till implore you, | | 
For to grant the fed — _ 
While proſtrate thus I fall before you, Ind Pelh 
For one kind Smile to make me bleſt . And 
b at 
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That happy Minute would elate me, 
End all my Sorrow, Grief, and Cares; 
Then do not frown, altho' you hate me, 
But ſmile and diſſipate my Fears. 


Should you refuſe the trifling Bleſling, 
Which I now ſo humbly crave; 
The direful 3 17 beyond expreſſing, 
end, Would quickly end your abject Slave. 


Then lovely, charming, beauteous Creature, 
lind Thou faireſt Conqueror of my Heart; 
Diſpel the Frowns that cloud thy Feature, 
And deign to*ſmile, and eaſe my Smart. 


Not all the Maſs of Gold and Treaſure, 
That in fair India s Boſom lies, 

Would give me half the Joy and Pleaſure, 

As one kind Sparkle from your Eyes. 


hen hear me, lovely Charmer, hear me, 
And my drooping Heart revive ; 

our Cruelty is Death, I fear me, 

Then, Celia, ſmile, and let me live. 


SONG CLXXXIX. 


OME hither, all ye Fair and gay, 
And with you Pleaſure bring ; 

or Peace demands the grateful Lay, 

Who taught you firſt to ſing. 


| 9 Cam's inſpired Throng 

ave ſeiz'd the ſounding Lyre, 
ind Pelbam's Wiſdom crowns the Song, 
And William's __ n-taught Fue, 


hat Some 
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Some ſtrike the high-tun'd epic String, 
© Some Pindar's louder Strain, 
And Arms, and Men, and George they fing, 
And glorious Dettingen. 


My humble Muſe, umaught to raiſe 
Her Voice to Strains like theſe; 

Yet grateful ſings the ſofter Lays, 
The Sweets of welcome Peace. 


Come, ev'ry Youth, and ev'ry Maid, 
To greet the heav'nly Gueſt; 
And Bacchus, with his Joy-crown'd Head, 
Prepare the jovial Feaſt. 


And come, thou God of ſoft Deſires, 
And come, ye Graces fair ; 
Peace ev'ry Heart with Love inſpires, 

And drives out ev'ry Care. 


The tender Mother weeps no more 
Her Son's unhappy Fate ; 

Nor faithful Widows now deplore 
The kind and conſtant Mate. 


Glad Hymen lights the Nuptial Fires, 
And Love inclines the Fair, 

With other Sons and other Sires, 
Theſe Loſſes to repair. 


No more Rebellion's curs'd Alarms 
Diſturb the ſocial Crew ; 

Before great William's conqu'ring Arms 
The Hell-born Monſter flew. 


Tiff 
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hen welcome Mirth and Jollity, 

The ſprightly Dance and Song; 

ree Wit, and looſe-rob'd Revelry, 
And Pleaſure ever young. 


nd let the chearful Health go round, 
To Cæſar's ſacred Name; 

ill Woods, and Hills, and Rocks, reſound 
Immortal Cæſar's Fame. 


Vho bids this Tide of Bliſs to flow, 
And ev'ry Sorrow ceaſe ? 
, his Tide of Bliſs to Peace we owe, 
And Czſar gives us Peace. 


ng, 


SONG CXC. 


H E Lark her early Mattins thrill'd 
Melodious o'er the verdant Lawn; 
chile all around the Welkin ſmil'd, | 
And bluſhing hail'd the roſy Morn. 
chen Collin, in a merry Strain, 
ame whiſtling o'er the fertile Plain. 


e paus'd, and thus with Rapture cry'd, 
Was ever Mortal bleſt as T! 
[o Liberty my Soul ally'd, 
Shall ever Female — defy ! 
tom Fair to Fair, PII ever range, 
« Ind build my Happinets on Change. 


'hile Strepbon, fond deluded _ 

For Chloe ſighs, but all in vain; 
he ſcorns his Conſtancy and Truth, 

And doubles wy her Frowns) his Pain. 
| 2 


The 


Bur 
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But I, a Stranger to the Smart, Hearine 
Repel with Eaſe the coming Dart. WF 
Thus of his feeble Pow'r the Swain _ Lil 
| Stood boaſting; when with piercing Eyes Mhat n 
Bright PhiHf5/tript athwart the Plain, Or 
Ditfuſing all around Surpriſe. - he tre 
He gar d, a Sigh enſu'd, to prove Al: 


That all muſt yield to pow'rful Love. 


Alas! the Swain with Rapture cries, 
What Pain is this my Heart endures ? 
The God of Love aloft replies, 
A Pain which none but Ph:/{is cures. 
He ſtrait the lovely Nymph addreſt, 
And all his tender Flame confeſs'd. 


But ſhe, with Eyes of Scorn, . beheld 
The Youth now fighing at her Feet; 
And ftrait acroſs the dewy Field, 
In Silence made a glad Retreat. 
He gaz d, and thus with Ardour cry'd, 
Ah, Phillis, cruel Maid, and dy'd. 


80 NG CXCL 


W HE N Jove had ſeen Belinda's Charm 

y He felt a pleaſing Smart; 

While Cupid ruſh'd with conqu'ring Arms, 
Like Lightning thro' his Heart. 

He vow'd Revenge, and with-a Frown, 
Swore by the River Styx; ' 

The Son-of Venas he'd throw. down 

From Heaven, for ſuch Trieks. 


Hearin: 
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Hearing theſe Words, with great Surpriſe, 
The Boy to Paphos — hoo 

Vhile Tears did trickle from his Eyes, 
Like Drops of Morning Dew ; 

Vhat means thy Grief? the Goddeſs cry'd, 
Or who has hurt my Son? | 

he trembling Urchin thus reply'd ; 
Alas! Iam undone, 


Eye 


| from Olympus muſt depart, 
At angry Tove's Command, 
Becauſe I ſtruck him with a Dart) 
Unto ſome unknown Land. 
he ſaid, my Child, pray be at Reſt, 
Unto the Earth repair; 
Fly down upon Belinda's Breaſt, 
You'll find a Heaven there. 


SONG CXCIL 


s in the fragrant Breath of May, 
Acroſs the Field where Daiſies grow, - 
here Vi'lets bloom aſide the Way, 


My wand' ring Steps were ſoft and flow; . 


gentle Whiſper reach'd my Ear, 

rn Which bid me liſten to the Noiſe; 
liſt' ned, and approaching near, 

's Could hear a ſoft perſuaſive Voice. 


Oh! why, my Delia, why ſo coy ? 
“ And canſt thou ſtill ſo cruel prove? 
To live a Stranger to the Joy, | | 
*« The blooming Joys that wait on Love. 


Why 


earin! 


„„ 
« Why, Srrepbon, wilt thou urge thy Suit ? 
% That Suit ſo vain, fo oft deny'd, 
« Tis Virtue bids, I cannot do't; _ 
A ſofter, gentler Voice reply'd. 
« Virtue!” the manly Voice renew'd, 
And fofter Accents feem'd to flow, 


« "That's the dry Maxim of a Prude, 
But Virtue ſcorns to ſtoop ſo low. 


High far above theſe flow'ry Plains, 

« The ſmiling Goddeſs keeps her Throne 
« With yielding Love triumphant reigns, 

% And ftiow'rs her golden Pleaſures down, 


United thus, who wrongs the Cauſe 

« Of Love, when humble Lovers woo, 
Rebels againſt their equal Laws, 
And wrongs the cauſe of Virtue too. 


„ *Tis Virtue's Cauſe to help the Poor, 
*« Relieve and pity the Diſtreſs d; 
«, Then Jet me ſue in vain no more, 
*« But lull my Cares on Detiz's Breaſt. 
Aﬀott Reproof ſucceeding this, 
The Swan's juſt fimth'd Taſk confeſs'd; 
A gentle Murmur, and a Kiſs, 
Compleating ſilent all the reſt. 
DO: 1 9 2 
But huſh, my Muſe, nor tell, I ween, 
Whate'er Ichad not Pow'r to ſee; ' | 


For Troth,, there was a Hedge between 
This faithful, loving Pair and me. 


ET SON( 


lit? 


8'd; 
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SONG CXCIII. 


T\'HO' Polly's and tho' Peggy's Charms, 
Each youthful Poet's Boſom warms ; 


None gives the Heart, ſuch fierce Alarm, 
As lovely Jen Weſton. 


No Violet, Jeſſamin, or Roſe, 

Or ſpicy Gale that Afric blows, 

Does half ſuch fragrant Sweets diſcloſe, 
As waft round Jenny Weſton. | 


Let other Swains to Courts repair, 
And view each. glitt'ring Beauty there; 
"Tis Art alone makes them ſo fair, 
But Nature, Jenny Weſton. | 


What Paint with her Complection vies ? 
What Jewels ſparkle like her Eyes? 
What Hills of Snow ſo white, as riſe 
The Breaſts of Jenny Weſton ? 


Give others Titles, Honours, Power, 
The Riches of Potof's Shore, : 

T afk not Bawbles, I implore 

The Heart of Jenny Weſton. 


Poſſeſt of that, of that alone, 

On 1ndia's Monarch I'd look down £ 
A Cot my Palace, and my Throne, 
The Lap of Jenny Weſton. Dre 8. 


SONG 
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OUNG Serepbon, a Shepherd, the Pride 
of the Plain, | 
Each Day is attempting my Kindneſs to gain: 
He takes all Occaſions his Flame to renew, 
I always reply that his Courting wont do. 


He ſpares no rich Preſents to make me more 
kind; „ 

And exhauſts in my Praiſe all the Wit of his 
Mind ; | | | 

I fay I'm engag'd, and I wiſh him to go, 

He aſks me ſo oft till I rudely ſay no. 


To Thyrfis laſt Valentine Day the dear Youth 
I tell him I plighted my Faith and my Truth; 
That Wealth cannot Peace and Contentment 
| beſtow, 

And my Heart is another's, fo beg he will go. 


That Love is not purchas'd with Titles and 
Gold, | „ 

And the Heart that is honeſt can never be 
ſold: Ex | 

That I figh not for Grandeur, but look down 
on Show, 


And to Thyrfis muſt haſten, nor anſwer him no. 


He hears me, and trembling all over replies, 

If his Suit I prefer not he inſtantly dies; 

He gives me his Hand, and wou'd force me 
to go, 


I pity his Suff ring, but boldly ſay no. 
| I try 


| Heb 


Bur to Morrow, ye fair ones, with Tyr go, 
And truſt me, at Church, that I will not Fa no. 


B* 


to avoid him, in * of ſweet Peace, 
aunts me each Moment to make me ſay yes; 
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SONG, CXCV.. 


EST Age of Gold, compleatly bleft, 


That os Milk and Honey flow'd ; 


That the Earth, as yet at Ret, 


Bore unplow'd its plenteous Load. 
Fully bleſt that all ſerene 


Spring: * begun; 


Veils of duſky 


loom unſeen, 


All was light and chearful Sun: 


Then little Loves did dancing go, 
Without a Torch, without a Bow ; 
Round and through the Beds of Flowers, 
Round the limpid Springs and Bowers : 
Nymphs and Shepherds mixt in Play, 


Whi — ſoft, and Geſture gay; 
Whiſper 
Receiv'd with Warmth, and paid with Bliſs. 


„that foreruns a Kils, 


Honour, thou haſt ſtop'd the Spring 
Whence thoſe Pleaſures once did flow 3 
Heat and Thirſt tho' Lovers bring, 
Mock'd and unreliev'd they 
Thou to Eyes firſt taught'ſt the Art 
To reſtain their lovely Rays; 
To bely and pain the Heart, 
And turn afide from welcome Gaze. 


Hair, that looſly to the Wind 
Wantonly did flow and play, 
Bound and plated now we find, 
Neither natural nor gay. 
Honour, to th' ambitious go, 
Mix their Troubles with their Sleep; 
Us neglect, for thee tod low, 
Ancient Freedom let us keep. -- 


SONG cxcvl. 
AST E, ' Lorenzo, hither fly, 


To my longing Arms repair; 


With Impatience I ſhall die, 

Come and. ſooth thy. Feb 's Care. 
Let me then, in wanton. hor 
Sigh and gaze my Soul away. 


80ONG cxcvn. 


1 N Days of old, as Poets tell, 
That Orpheus went down to Hell 


To ſeek his Wife, nor could he gueſs, 


To find ker in alikelier Place. 


Down he went ſinging, as ey fax; 
f | 


And trolling Ballads all the Way. 


No Wonder that the Reaſon's clear, 
For then he was a Widower. 
Timber and Stones with Speed did fly, 

After his noble Harmony: : 
The ſelf-ſame Thing I've ſeen befal 
The woful'ſt Scraper of them all. 


To 


To 


0779) 
To Hell he came, and told his Caſe, 
Torment and Pain ſtrait quit the Place; 
Each Fiend was happy. when compar'd 
Wich ſuch a wretched, wedded Bard. 


Pluto with his Requeſt comply'd, 
But him to theſe Conditions ty'd, 


That he ſhould take, but not look on her; 


Both hard Commands to Man of Honour. 
So on the loving Couple went, 

He led her up the ſteep Aſcent : 

For when.the Man does downw 
The Woman always leads the * 


To 


The fond Wretch turn'd his FI too ſoon : 


if” twas on Purpoſe, twas well done; 
But if by Chance, a Hit indeed, 

That did beyond his Hopes ſucceed. 
Happy the married Wight that e'er 
Once comes to be a Widower ; 

But twice of one Wife to get free, 

is Luck in its Extremity. 


SONG CXCVIIL 


O VE never more ſhall give me Pain, 
My Fancy's fixt on thee; . - 
Nor ever Maid my Hear: ſhall gain, 
My Pegpie, if thou die. 
* * did ſuch Pleaſure give, 
hy Love's fo true to me; 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 


My Peggie, if thou die. 


81 


- 


If 
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| If Fate ſhall tear thee from my Breaſt, 
How lonely ſhall I ſtray ? 


In dreary Dreams the Night Pl vat, 7 


In Sighs the blent Day: 
I neer — ſo much Virtue find, 
Nor ſuch Perfection ſee ; 
Then Pl renounce all Womankind, © 
My Peggie, after thee. 


| Nonew-blown Beauty fires my Heart, 
With Cupid's raving Ra 


But thine, which can fuch Sweets | impart,” , .. 


Muſt all the World engage : 

Twas theſe that, like the Morning Sun, 
Gave Joy and Life to me; 

And, when it's deſtin'd Day is done, 
With Peggie let me die. 


Ye Pow'rs that ſmile on virtuous Love, 
And in ſuch Pleaſure ſhare; 

You, who it's faithful Flames approve, 
With Pity view the Fair : 

Reſtore my Peggie's wonted Charms, 
Thoſe Charms ſo dear to me ; 

Oh ! never rob them from thoſe Arms: 
Tm loſt, if Peggie die. 


.SONG CXCIX. 


WI E N the roſy Bowl I drain, 
Tranſports revel in each Vein ; 

Warbling to the vocal String, 
Some gay Air . ling. 


When 
Cares 
Let it 
My ca 
When 
Balmy 
Whilſt 
Venus, 

When 
Flow? 

And, w 
ding, y 
ding, * 


en J 


' Urinkin 


ind wit 
Vance a 
dinking 
his de: 
Ife's ſhe 
ad or m 
ad or m 
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When I flood my Soul with" Wine,” l Of Ho: 
Cares I to the Wind reſign + Oo 0 
Let it Sea or Sky deform,” - {0 4 
My calm Breaſt ne'er feels a Storm. % 19909. 
dune 80 
When in Wine my Jay Ren „ oi 1 


Balmy Odours round me wee ß 
| Whilſt entranC'd in Beauty's — | 39 1 
ienus, I adore thy Charms. OS 
When in Wine I drown my Care, ban zent 
Flow'ry Garlands I preparem̃m 

And, when wreath'd with od'rous Sour * 
ding, ye Gods ! how bleſt am I! 91 8 

Sing, ye Gods! c. SO Unit e IA, 


en I drain the ſpacious Bowl. 
drinking I enlarge my Soul; 

und with young Men ever gay, 
Vance and am as young as. they ; 
dinking thus a Flood of Wine, 

his dear Bleſſing I make mine; 
ife's ſhort Pleaſures to enjoy, nd 
ad or merry, all muſt die, >. 
ad Or merry, all muſt die. | | 


» a 


SONG cc. 


[CK of the Town, at once I flew 
J To Contemplation's rural Seat: 
dieu, ſaid I, vain World, adieu. 
Foals only ſtudy to be { on i -Y's 
he Book, the Lamp, the Hermit's Cell, 
The-moſs-grown Roof: and matted Floor; 
|! theſe I had——'twas mighty well. 
But yet I wanted EY more. 


nen 


Rack 
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Back to the buſy World again 3 
I ſoon return d, in Hopes to fnd . 2H nt 
Eaſe for imaginary Pain, | W 
Quiet of gan Peage of PF — 
Gay Scenes of Grandeur ev'ry Hour , 1 1 
Eyes with dmirativn RNS: ff 000 hi 

The World ſeemid all within my Tower, 0 th 
But yet I wanted ſomething ſtill. | Nee 


Cities and Groves by Toros were dry d, Were 

Twas all, ye Fair, an idle Tale; 
Celia at lengih became a Bride, 

A Bride to Damon of the Vale: | 
All Nature ſmil'd, the Gloom was heard, {| Mour 
Damon was kind, I can't tell how, | 
Each Place a Patadiſe appear'd, | For ev 

And Celia wanted nothing now. 


SONG CCI 
Why w. 


| OY Maid, Lor dear thy Pow'r? 


At once I love, at once adore: 


With Wonder are my Thoughts poſſeſt, o | 
While ſofteſt Love ab ires — Breaſt forgive 
This tender Look, theſe Eyes of mine, Your 
Confeſs their am'rous Maſter thine: or, hac 
Theſe Eyes with Strephon's Paſſion play, You h 
Firſt make me love, and then betray; Oh! the” 
Firſt make me love, and then betray. That , 
Yes, charming Victor, 1 am thine z She is the 
Poor as it is, this Heart of mine The Le 
Was never in another's Pow'r ; y Clae's 
Was never piercd by Love before. (Tho 
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In thee ve treafur'd up y ; b 
Thou eanſt — 2 2 
And thus I've bound myſelf to Love, 
While Bliſs or Miſery can more: 
While Bliſs or Miſery, of.” 4a? 7 


O ſhould I ne'er Tr thy Charms, 

Ne er meet my fort in thy Arms:: 

Were Hopes of dear Enjoyment gone, 

Still would T love, love thee alone: „ DA 

But like ſome diſcontented Shade, 
That wanders where its Body's laid, 5 

Mournful T'd roam with hollow Glare, 
For ever exil'd from my Fair; 

For ever exil'd from my Fair, 


SONG cc. 
HAT have I done, ye Powers above, 
To merit thus your Hate? 
"Y will you force me from the Plains, 
: | - 


17 


* 


live an odious State? 
Forgive me, Courtiers, if I light 
Your ſplendid Joys and yOu | 
For, had you ſeen my Cles Charm, 
You had been Shepherds tao. 


Oh! ſhe's the Iovelieſt, ſprightlieſt Laſs, = 
That ever danc'd the Plain: *© © 
dhe is the Envy of each Nymph, : - -- 
The Love of ev'ry $wain. | 
y Claes known — the reſt, | 
(Tho' clad alike in Green) WRT 
| M 2 e 
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As is among the Huntreſs-Train, .. 1 


The: gab oy bor etna; 8 #44 the — 7 
Do not my Flocke, 01 Cbarmet, Gy,” Gp u 
For tell loſt Maſter grieve? yy. 1 A 


Or does the Brook, now Jha 
It's wonted Muſick; give? 

Say, does the well-known Oak remain, 
Bull faithful to my Flame, 

And on it's wounded Bark pw; 

My oft an Clee's Name 


Perhaps, cer now, beneath it's Shade 
You ſadly penſive lie,. 

And, thinking on your Colin's Fate, 
You drop, at leaſt, a Sigh; 

Or ſilently, to vent your Grief, 
You to that Grove repair, y 

Where I, you know, one Ev ning made 
A Garland for your Hair, 


Or elſe, perhaps, my Che walks, | 
Some Rival by her Side, 

And laughing, tells of our paſt Loves 

0 To ie TR. " 
! no, ve me ſuch a ought, 
For Nature neer deſign'd, 

That ſuch a lovely Form ſhould match 
With an inconſtant Mind. 


Methinks I hear you ſay, © Since you 
« My Conſtancy approve, 

« Why leave not you the noiſy Court 

For Innocence and Love 3 


Yes 
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Les, I yes, if ever I 

i My Liberty. regain, - 
ru leave the Court, with all its Noiſe, - 
Tt, 5 And take the Crook again. 4 4a 


- $ON'G- Cl. 


I Went to ſee my Dear, but ſhe 
No ſooner ſaw: my Face, 

Than, in Diſdain, ſhe turn'd away, 
And left me in a Maze. 


I follow'd; aſu'd her what might be 
, The Cauſe ſhe us'd me ſo? | 
If She look'd upon me ſullenly, 
And, pouting, bid me go. £ 
« Pox take your jilting Tricks, faid-I, ” js 
«« Have I this Scorn deſerv d ꝰ 
Have I done aught? if not, then why 
„% Am I thus baſely ferv'd?”'., 4. 14 +, 
All in a Rage, 1 curs'd and ſwore, | 
To turn my Love to Hate; 


Reſolv'd that I would never more 
Come near the baſe Ingrate. 


At that ſhe caſt a tempting Smile, 
And ſhew'd me ſuch new Charms, 

| ſtood, to think upon't, awhile, 
Then fled into her Arms. 


M 3 , SONG 


Yes 


Ho form'd by the! tende Care of 
young Love, 
A wonderful Cluſter of Charms you a 
So ſweet no May Morning, ſo gentle no ove, 
The Roſe net fs unde, the Lilly ſo falt: 
Yet 8 ſhou'd make me ſubmit to yoſr 
hain, { 
For free I was born and 5 free will remain, 


Tho' Diamonds were und when match d 
with your Eyes, 
Tho' Ermine and Snow were diſgrac'd by 
your Skin; 
Your Soul too was lovely, enchanting nd wile, 
All Luftre without and all Sweetneſs within; 


Vet nothing ſhall make me, Ec. 


Tho? black as the Jet, with a beautiful Twite, 
Your delicate Treſſes all wantonly flow'd; 

| Your Shape was Perfection, your Air was di. 

vine, 


Vou N like an Angel and moy'd like 2 
'Yet 1 ſhou'd make me ſubmit to your 
ve free I was born and as free will remain; 
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LD Chaucer once to the re-ecchoing Gtove 
Sung Of the ſweet bewitching Tricks 
of } ove” I” * 


3 ' 5 
But ſoon he foun d he'd ſullied his Renown, 
And arm'deachch arming Hearer with a Frown: 
Then (elf-condemn'd anew his Eyre he firung, 
And in repentant Strains this Recantation ſung. 


AIR 


Long fince unto her native Sky 
Fled Heav'n-deſcended Soar 1 FR 
Nought now that's ftable's to be had, --- 
The World's grown mutable and mad: 
Save Women they, we muſt confeſs, 


J & 


Are Miracles of Stedfaſtneſs; 


And ev'ry witty, pretty Dame, . 
Bears. for her Motio——Stil! the ſame. 


— Flow'rs 1. W 2 een, 
he white, the yellow, blue and green, 
In brief Complexion idly gay N 
Still ſet with ev'ry ſettin Ys 

Diſpers'd by Wind, or chill'd by Froſt, 
Their Odours gope, their Colour loſt: 
But what is true, tho' paſling ſtrange, 

The Women never fade or change, 


The wiſe Man ſaid that all was vain, 


And Follies univerſal reign ; 


Wiſdom 


M 4 


188). 


Wiſdom its Vot'ries often enthralls, © 


Riches torment, and Pleaſure palls ; 
And 'tis, good Lack, a gen'ral Rule, 


His tu 
Looks 


37 To Wage Yay or, late's a Fools; : - 
+101 en tis. th xception, lies, . Why 1 
or they y i are done ous, * rous \ 0 ve 
9 I faint] 
| ” This « 91 Ball wh Noile abounds, 
1 
| 215 from e it ſounds; 3 45 
| ben Nane in, the Hum of, Men, Your l 
awyer s Plea, the Poet's Pen: | 
_ Women here no one ſuſpects, 3 
Silence diſtinguiſhes that Sex ; As t 
For, poor dumb Tbings!. ſo meek's their D 
Mauld, Swee 


You fp 20, hear . ey ſold, 


e u O N US. 


An \ Hundred Mouths, an Hundred aj, 
An Hundred Pair of Iron Lungs, 
Five Herafds, and Five Thoufand Cryers, 
With Throats whoſe Accent never tires, 
Ten ſpeaking Frumpets of a Size 
Wonld'Deafnefs with their Din Surprize, 
Your praiſe, ſweet Nymphs, ſhall ſing and ſay, 
And thoſe that will believe 1 it map. 


O CVI. 


APHNIS — penlive i in the es 5 
With Arms, GG and Head reclin'd :. 

Pale Looks accus'd the cruel Maid, | 

And Sighs reliev'd his love-fick Mind: 


His 


. ( 189 ) 
His tuneful Pipe all broken lay z - 
Looks, Sighs, and Actions ſeem'd to ſayp, 

My Chloe is unkinßdad & 


Why ring the Woods with warbling I 4 
Ye Larks, ye Linnets, ceaſe your Stfai ah 
I faintly hear, in your ſweet, Notes, N 
My Che's Voice, that wakes my Pains: 
Yet why ſhould you your Song forbear ? 
Your Mates delight your Song to hear, 
| But Cloe mine diſdains. 


BY As thus he melancholy ſtood, 
heir Dejected as the lonely Dove, 
Sweet Sounds broke gently thro the Wood 
I feel the Sound my Heart-ſtrings move: 
"Twas not the Nightingale that ſung; 
No——tis my Cle's ſweeter Tongue : 


Hark! hark! what ſays my Love? 


How fooliſh is the Nymph, ſhe cries, _ | 
* Who trifles with her Lover's Pain! 
Nature ſtill ſpeaks in Woman's Eyes, 
Our artful Lips were made to feign: 
O Daghnis! Daphnis ! twas my Pride, 
Ga "Twas not my Heart thy Love deny'd; 
a, * R 
„Come back, dear Youth, again. 


As other Day my Hand he ſgiz'd, 4 
My Blood with thrilling Motion e; 

Sudden I put on Looks difpleas'd, EIS 
+ And haſty from his Hold withdrew; - x 

11 Twas Fear alone, thou ſimple Swain; 

Then hadſt thou preſs'd my Hand again, 
: « My Heart had yielded too. | 
His M5 K is 


( 190 ) 
« *Tjs true, thy tuneful Reed I blam'd, 


That firell'd thy Lip and roſy Cheek: 


* Think not my Skill in Song defam'd, 
„ That Lip ſhould other Pleaſures ſeek, 
„ Mud, much thy Muſick I approve; 
# Yet break thy Pipe——for more I love, 
„Much more to hear thee ſpeak. 


« My Heart foreboges that I'm betray'd, 
4 Dayhnis J fear is ever gone: | 
« Laſt Night with Delia s Dog he play'd; 
% Love by ſuch Trifles firft comes on. 
„Now, now, dear Shepherd, come away, 
« My Tongue would now my Heart obey : 
2 « Ah! Gee chou art won.” 


The Youth ſtepp'd forth, with haſty Pate, 
And found where wiſhing ee lay; 

Shame ſudden lighten'd in her Face, 

Confus d, ſhe knew not what to ſay: 

At laſt, in broken Words, ſhe cry'd, 

* To-morrow you in vain had try'd, 

u But I am loft To-day.” 


„e 


A $ Damen ſtood, in pen 
” Amana chanc'd to paſs: 

| Yet ſtiff he ſtood, like of Wood, 

Nor aw the buxom Lats. 

For Wim the burns, and ſoon returns, 
Reſolv'd to let him know 

How dull he was, to let her paſs, 
She gave his Arm a Blow. 


The 
A 
The! 


(19 0 
The Swain amaz'd, in Silence gan d 
eek: A while upon her Charms: "oo a 

Then, bowing, ſaid, * Ah! lovely Maid, + 
I Come to my longing Arms; . + | 
« When you, my Dear, paſs d by, I ſwear, 
On your bright Charms I thought ; 
« You muſt forgive, ſince, as I live, 
«Twas you that caus'd the Fault” 


SONG ccm. 


Elieve me, Chloe, and attend, Nb. 
(My Tale _ make you more my Friend) 
Laſt Night, when Sleep had ſet me free 
From every other Care but thee, 
ze, Methought at Morning's Daten you came, 

Your Dreſs, your Air the very ſame : 

Surpriz'd, I had not what to ſay, _ 

But Words, at laſt, thus found! their Way: 


What means this Viſit, lovely Gueſt ? 
a Say, Am 1 ha Ys Or unbleſt ? , 

An Hour of Joy I ne'r can find, 

* While you're relentleſs and unkind : 
Where-e er the injur'd Strephon flies, 
Four much-lov'd Image meets my Eyes; 

« You haunt the Grove and chryftal Stream, 

* My Thought by Day, by Night my Dream. 


„Long Time my faithful Vows T made, 
No Kiffes ſince thoſe Vows repaid ; 

* And yet I fondly held my Chain, 
Wich ſcarce a Smile to ſooth my Pain. hut 


Th 


— 


N 9 
. 4 
; > g 
„ 4. 
. \ 
* ( , 


Juſt as you look ſevere or " 


« hope or languiſh all the 
« But fix a Period to my Care, 
And take the ſoft complaining Air.“ 


« T'come, the} n'rous Fair reply'd, 


' « To crown with Love the Truth P'vetry'd : 


« IT ſcorn'd'your Vows, and ſeem'd unkind, 

« For falſe are Men, and Vows are Wind; 

« Yet dare believe a Shepherd true, 

« Who loves, who promiſes like you : 

« My Heart ſhall now your Pains repay, 
* dind the Knot To-day.” * 


8 c 


WI E N Orhbewr went down to the Regions 
below, 
Which Men are forbidden to lee, 
He tun'd up his —_ as old Hiſtories * 
To ſet his Eurydice free 


All Hell was aſtonifh'd a Perſon ſo wiſe 

Should rafhly endanger his Life, 

And venture fo far-but how vaſt their Surprixe, 
When they heard that he came for his Wife! 


To find out a Puniſhment due to the Fault, 
Old Pluto had puzzled his Brain; 

But Hell had not orten ſufficient he though 
So he gave him his Wife back again. | 
But Pity fi ſoon d his Heart, 

And pleas'd with his playing ſo well. 
He took her again in Rewatd of his Art; 
Such Fower had Muſick in Hell ! TE 


(193) 
8ONG "> >» Slant 


HE Tempeſt now began to ceaſe; | | 
Serene the Sky appear'd ; 
The Winds and Waves were all at | hc | 
Not the leaſt Noiſe was heard. 


Adorn'd with each hos 1 Ray 
The ſetting Sun was 

And o'er the Surface of the Sea 
Diffus'd a golden Glean ; 


When Sylvia to the Shore retir'd, 
Dejected laid along, 
ons Thus ſung, what Love and Grief inſpir d. 
While Rocks ocks repeat the Song : 


r, O were this Calm, this lucid Scene, 
„An Emblem of my Breaſt! NA 
O would the Tempeſt ceaſe within ! 
I might again be bleſt. 


rue, “ But man ! vain, wicked, faithleſs Man ! 
ile! Has robb'd my Soul of Peace : 
* With Plattery firſt the Wretch 
« And won my Heart with Eaſe, 


* I; fooliſh I! his Vows believ'd, 

« And thought them all fincere : 
art; © Be not the Fair by Men deceiv'd'; 
" on n what they fear. 


s They 


( 194 ) 
be They ſmile, they weep, they ſigh, they pray; 
« Wit, Eloquence, they uſe, . 1 
4 And every Art for to betray, 
« And our fond Sex abuſe. 


« This I have found but, Oh l too late! 
Too late for my Repoſe ! 
&« For no I would, but cannot, hate 
The Author of my Woes. 


* Still in my Breaſt the T'yrant reigns, 
* And ſtill he triumphs there : _ | 
Thus, thus oppreſs d with endleſs Pains, 

What can \ but deſpair? _ 21 


Then riſing, hopeleſs of Relief, 
Nor ling' ring long ſhe Rood ; - 
6e Death, Death (ſhe cry'd) all end my Grief! p 


And plung'd 1 info the . 
SON G CCXI. — 
U SIC, how powerful is th _ 
M Ea oder the Grief — 3 Philo 
alm Paſſions in a ruffled Breaft, | Wha 
And lull e' en Jealouſy to reſt; 85 
With am'rous Thoughts the Soul inſpire, 
Or kindle up a warlike Fire. 
So great is Muſic's Pow'r [ 
Anphion, with his tuneful Lyre, 
Cou'd Rocks remove and Stones inen. 


Command a City to ariſe, 

Make lofty Buildings touch the Skies, 
While Stones obedient to his Call 1 
Harmonious moy'd, and form d a Wall. 


So great, &c. 


Wi 


Arian 


ay; 


f, 5 


rim 


Strait was my longi 


( 195 3 
Arion, from his Veſſel caft, | 
In Safety o er the Billows paſt ? 
For mounting like the Ocean's God, 
Upon a Dolphin's Bank he rode, 
hile of Fiſhes flock'd around, 

And pleas'd drank in th — Sound, 

So great, &c. | 


When Orpheus thro' Has Wa coat 
Was ſeeking for bis Conſort loſt, 
His Mufic drew the Ghofts along, 

And Furies liſten'd to his Song; 

His Song oo d Charon's Rage diſarm, 
And Pluto and his Confort charm. 


So great, &c. 


Inflam'd by Mafic, Sokdiers fight; 

Inſpir d by Mufic, Poets write: 

D 
gen 

Philoſophy attempts in vain 

What Mubcean — Ea attain. 


NI oder 
SONG CCXN. . 


WHEN Night had fe the World ut Ref 
And Mortak Cares appeas d.,. 

ng faithful * 

With Czlia's 1 ſein d. 


Sad 


9 4 * Wem q — . 
* F N . 
5 2 — Wr p 


Sad ſhe appear'd, A 7M too; 5 
Willing and yet afrai * 


She bluſh'd, and knew — what to do, 


But thus ſhe ſighing ſaid: 


« Ceaſe, Strepbon, ceaſe, it muſt not be, | 


« In vain you weep and, figh; 
Talk not of Love or Flames to me, 
For J muſt ſtill deny: 


Do but this wither'd Roſe - bud ſee, 
« How .dead it does appear ; | 


« Before 'twas gather'd from the Tree, > 


« You thought it freſh and fair. 


« Falſe Men, with ſtudied weach'rous Arts, 


* Fond Innocence betray: ; 


They talk of Charms, and Fines, and Darts, 


« But mean not what they ſay. 


„ Yet, Ah l. could Strephon faithful prove, 


„And conſtant to theſe Charms: 
« No more, ſaid I, no more, my Love,“ 
And claſp'd her in my Arms. 


SONG ccxm. 


WE ET are the Charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the Damaſk Roſe ; 


Soft as the Down of Turtle -Dove, 
Gentle as Air when Zephyr blows ; 
Refreſhing as deſcending Rains, 


To Sun-burnt Climes and thirſty Plains. \ 


True as the Needle to the Pole, 
Or as the Dial to the Sun; 
Conſtant as gliding Waters roll, 


Whoſe 


Wh 
From. 
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ve will 
When 
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Whoſe ſwelling Tides, obey the Moon; 
From: gp TJ DEar Charmer fre, 
My Life and Love ſhall follow thee. 


The Lamb the'flow'ry Thyme devours, 
The Dam the tender Kid purſues : 
Sweet Philomel in 'hady Bo wr 
Of verdant Spring her Notes renew: 
All follow what they moſt adm ire, 
As I purſue my-'Soul's Deſire hos) 
Nature muſt change her beau · eous Face, 
And vary as the Seaſons riſe; | 
\s Winter to the Spring gives Place, 
Summer th Approach of Autumn flies: 
No Change in Love the Seaſons: bring, +. 
ve only knows perpetual Spring? — 
erouring Time, with ſtealing Pace, 
Makes lofty Oaks and Cedars bow; 
vn Marble Tow'rs, and Walls of Braſs, 
In his rude March he levels low: Ak 
ut Time, deſtroying far and wide, 
ve from the Soul can ne'er divide: | 


death only, with his cruel Dart, 

The gentle Godhead can remove, | 
nd drive him from the bleeding Heart, 

To mingle with the bleſs'd above; 
here, known to all his kindred Train, 
le finds a laſting Reſt from Pain. 


ove, and his Siſter fair, the Soul, 
Twin-born, from Heav'n together came: 
ve will the Univerſe controul, 4 
When dying Seaſons loſe their Name: 
hoſe Divine 


ne) 
Divine Abodes .— bis Pow'r, © 
When Time e thall be no more, 


$:0.N'G c. 


Y youdſu Heart, * uh Peivi, 
firſt enſlav d by <-> =y — 
r 
o the 5 Ul, 
With aukward Air each Kiſs Ta, © 
dior knew the Blifs J wanted. | | | 


To gtudy then I flew for” Aid, F 
But there too ſoon foe Thoughts invade, 
And tajing my Inclinations. ' 1 


Why did ye, W 4 7 069mg Ga 
Why form my unreſiſting Heart | 
A Slave W all the Pailans ? 
Doom'd ftilla Dupe to giddy Lore, | 
Falſe Sukey's. Charms I needs "mul oy 
And ruſh'd to my Undoing: . . WY Vodre( 
For, Oh! too ſoon the gentle > Flame, Thei 
A wild, deſtructive Fire became, dhe cha 
And hurry'd me to Ruin. ; Her 
Then Short, and Tall, and Brown and Far, That E 
By Turns, my am'rous Moments ſhare, As an 
Unfix'd as April Weather: When, 
Nor wou'd my Heart ſubmit t entreat Ran ti 
A ſingle Nymph, but proudly beat Diſemb! 
For all the Sex together. a 
* That 
At length I Jenny chanc'd to ſee, « Th, 
Like gentle — fair and free, Rs I 


e, 


rt ? 


Fair, 


— 
And was again unhearted: 
dy — mow. 1 Wow: 
to her Boſom 
Nor can from thence 77 


SONG CCXV.  ' 


HE Pride ofev'ry Grove I cho, 
Tube Violet ſweet, and Lill 
| Pink, and bluſhin - 
my charming Cloee's Hair. 
At "Mor the Ny h vouchlaf'd to 
pon her "rad e various Wrea 
The flow, lefs blooming than her Face, 
The Scent, leſs fragrant than ber Break. 


The Flow'rs he wore along the Day, - © 
And ev'ry Nymph and Shepherd ſaid, 

That in her Hair they look d more gay, 
Than glowing in their native 

VndreG'd at Evening, when ſhe found 
Their Odours aft. their Colours loſt; 

dhe chang'd her Look, and on the Ground 
Her Garland, and her Eyes ſhe caſt. 


That Eye drop'd Senſe, diſtinct and clear 
As any Muſes Tongue could ab 
When, its Lid, a pearly | 
Ran trickling down her beauteous wick 

Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
« My Love! my Life! ſaid I, explain 

* That Change of Humour? prithee tell, 
% That falling Tear, what can it mean?“ 


She 


* 
* 


EH Then haſtens to the neighb ring Grove, 


( 200 } 

She figh'd, ſhe ſinil'd, and io the Flowers 

Pointing, the lovely Mor'liſt fad. 

« See, Friend, in ſome, few fleefing Hours, 

|  « See yonder what a Change is made! 

« Ah! me, the blooming Pride of May, 

And that-of Beauty are but one; 

« At Morn, both flouriſh [bright and gay; 
*, Bath, Jae, at, Renin, pale And #905 


« At Dawn, poor, Stella danc'd and ſung, - 
1 Ne 25 around ber bowl, 

« At Night, her fatal Knell was rung; 

« T' ſaw, And kiſsd her in her Shroud.” 

* Such as ſhe is, who dy'd Today, 
«Such I, alas! may be To-morrow : 
« Go, Damn, bid thy Muſe diſplay, 

The Juſtice of thy Clos Sorrow.“ 
e . 2 n 


« | *$ O NG CCXVI. ant 
y 1 89 » has : , 


NRAG'D with Deltz's coy Diſdain, 

. * Deſpairing Damon ſwore, 

He'd now diſpel" his am'rous Pain, 
Nor think of Woman more: 

But firſt each Pledge of former Love, 
Each Preſent he'd; reclaim: _. 


And thus addreſs'& the Dame: 4 
« Falſe- Fair, then know'kt that taper Crook 


« That faithful Dog that guards thy Flock, 
That Scrip too, once were mine; 


6 But 
/ 


(20 ) 
« But ſince my Love unheeded dies, 
Since you no more the Giver prize, 
$, « His Love and Gifts refign.” 
With milder Mien and ſindother Brow, 
And well diſethbled Sig hs, 


CY 
4 


The fair one meets the 8 ks 0 


7 And bluſhing! , thus replies *_ E it 330% 


e. Whate'er thy fickle Fon ſs: gave, * 

. Thine Av rice back again all have ; * 

- « But, Oh! remember; Fan e 

i With ev' ry Gift a Kiſs you join 

« Be then thoſe Kiſſes now ee * 
« Nor will Taught retain.” A 1 


Thus ſaying g. to the Youth ſhe 81 1 
Around his Neck ber Arms ſhe threw, |. 
Her Lips to his applied z - 
Her ſwelling Boſom preſs d to his, b 
Infus'd her Soul at ev'ry Kiſs, 
And quite forgot her Pride. 


* With Raptures joy ful Damon hears, 
His; Bliſs too gteat to ber: 


Then thus, with fault'ring . he chears 0 


The penitential Fair: 


« Forgive, my Love! my, Life! my Wi 
Forgive thy rude, ill-manner'd Boy, 
6 Who dat d his Griefs diſplay ; 


Let this, my Fair, be only mine, 


.. 
. To love and to obey.” 


© My. Crook, m my, Flock, my: all, be thine; 


« Br | >. HOWS 


* 
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N Days p” £4. as 3 tellß 
That Sis went down to | 
To ſeek his Wiſe, nor could he ne. 

To find her in a likelier Place. 
Down he went ſinking, as they fas, 

And trolling Ballads all the Way, | 
No Wonder that the Reaſon's ther, * 
For then he Was à Widower. Auen 


Timber and Stones, with N did fl 
After his noble Harmon S 
The ſelf-ſame Thing I've  betal 
The wofulf Scraper of them all. 

To Hell he came, and told his Cate, d 
Torment and Pain ſtrait quit the Place ; - 
Each Fiend was ha Mr. may I 
With ſuch a wretched, "wedded po 4 © 


Pluto with his Requeſt compl d. 
But him to theſe Conditions the: 
That he ſhould take, but not 
Both hard Commands to Man of Honour. ; 
So on the loving Couple went; 24 U 
He led her up the ſteep Aſcent: 

For when the Man does downward ray, 
The Woman always leads the Way. 


The fond Wretch turn'd his Head too ſoon: 
If *twas on Purpoſe, *twas well done; 
But if by Chance, a Hit indeed, 

That did beyond his Hopes ſucceed. 


Happy 


* | 
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appy the married N that eder 
Dnce comes to idower 
ut twice of one ite to get free, 
Luck in its . 15 


8 ON '6 ccxvin. 


F ever blooming Beauty warm d, 

And wich its fofteft- Luſtre charm'd, 

'Tis in this happy Day; | 

When in this Mirror, the fair Maid. 
er radiant Charms td Sight difplay'd, | 1 
With conſcious Beatty gay. | 


ith thoſe bright Eyes for Love deſign'd,,” 
ontent- your youthfut harmleſs Mind. 
And pleas'd in Triumph ſmile ;\. : 
et fear, leſt Venus, Queen of Love, 
ho fports with Men and Gods above, 
Intends ſome hidden Guile. 1 24h 


: 
- 4 3 \ * 


was thus Narciſſus, who bad gain'd 
he Nymph's Affection, be dend. 
His wat'ry Image ſees 

is haughty Heart to all beſide , 
umbles to his own Charms its Pride, 
And now's the Prey of Bees. | 


eſs charming far than you, yet vain, 
is Beauty could his Pride maintain, 
The Victim of its Blaze: 
ut had he ſeen your potent Charm, *- 
Vhich fill my Brat with ſweet Alarms, 

He had ador'd your r | | | 


ay -- ob 
+ Ib þ, 


t —_ 
More beautiful than he, be 5 ſufe, d vo... 1" 
There nothing e'er the Won can eure, I -_ 
Of your victorious Eye: Wich! 
Then gaze on ſtill with 'Woilder' g gaze, 
While the bright Glaſs your | Charms diſplays, 


. N 


And in Self-glory riſe. Which 
But if Self-adoration' N 9 1d 8 | 
| Cou'd change Noteiſſusto.a Flow. Than 
Be of his Lot aware: 
An equal Fate * Charms . 
You'll t Jour Lovers, Friends, Le 


And bleſs like him the Arr. For La 


Yet I, 2 Breaſt ſoft edlen move, 

Muſt make this Pray” r to Powers above, | 
To be a Zephyr gay Or Ti 

And when you all your Charms diſcloſe, 

And emulate the blooming Roſe;'s | > 
In your ſweet Foliage play. 


With Rapture in each gentle Gale, 

I would the fragrant Sweets inhale, 
That fill the Circuit round; 

Fd" on your Beauties ever gare, 

Content my Love ten thouſand Ways, | 

And circle the bleſt Ground. - 


- $ONG CCXIX. 
E 17 Fellows all, 
4 ho love to be told where there: 


Claret good Store, 
Attend to the Call 


Ot 


ae 

9 one who's ge er 

„ be Bo "erealy delighted, 

Wich fix Bottles more : 

1; Be ſure don't paſs 

| | The ouſe Fa TY 

If Which the jolly red God ſo peculiarly owns 
2 well ſuit your Humour, 

| WING y what wou'd yau more, 

Than vi with good Claret, and . 


uire Jones? 


a © * who pine „ Bil 
For Laſſes that oft prove as cruel as fair, 
Who whimper and whine © — 
For Lillies and Roſes, 
With Eyes, Lips, and Note, 
Or Tip of an Ear: 
Come hither, Pl! ſhow you 
How Phillis and Chloe | 
No more ſhall occaſion ſach Sighs and fuck 
Groans ; 
For what Martal 00 ſtupid 
As not to quit Cupid, 
When call'd by good Claret, and Bympers, 


Squire Janes? 


Ye. Poets, who write, 
nd brag of your c drinking fam d Helicox's Brook, 
Tho? all you get by't 0 
Is a Dinner ofi-times, . 
In reward of your Nhymes, 
Vith Humphry the Duke; 
theres Learn Bacchus to follow, 
And quit * | 


Forſake 


Ot 


© 


= — 
— — 


ö 

; 
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SV 
|} 

| | 
i 
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Forſcke all the Muſes, thoſe ſenſeleſs old Cro Y, 
Our — of Glace? YN ; th 
Xour rhyming pale 1 ie He 

"Y Squire Jones. Fam 
* | As yo 


Ye Soldiers 8 ſtout, ; 
With Plenty of and tho' no ALAS of Coin, 
Wbo make ſuch a Rout | 
Ot all your Commanders : 
Who ſerv'd us in Planders, 
And eke at the Boyne: 
Come leave off your rattling 
Of ſieging and battling, 
And know you * * better to feep ir in whol 


* Were ou {ent 90 E Giletliar ©: P 
Vour ae v'd ſoon alter, ho 
And wiſh 5055 good et, erg en Squin When 


Ye Clergy. ſo _ ud 
Who Myſt ries profound can demonſtrate moi 


be what 
dear, © 1 
How worthy to riſe! 3 
You preach once a Week, Vhen ai 
But your Tythes never ſeek 1 
Above once in a Lear: „ A 
Come here without failing, Ne Mirt 

And leave off your railin 
'Gainſt Biſhops providi ng; for dull Tupid Drone 
Says the Text fo divine,” +- Ye Foy 
What is Life without Wine? hat foll, 
RO 22 the Claret, a Bumper, Squ ho y 

ones | 


Y 
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ronez i Ye Lawyers fo juſt, 
ge the Cauſe what it will, who fo learnedl 1 


How worthy of Truſt! _ # 
nperz You know Black from MR, 
Yet prefer Wrong to Right, | 
As you chance to be fee d- ITE 
_ Leave muſty Reports, 
"_ And ela the K— Courts, 


ere Dulneſs and Diſcoxd. have a up er 
Thrones; | 
Burn Salkeld and Ventris, 
With all your d——— Entries, 
ind away with the Claret, a 3 Squire 
Jones. a 
Ye phyſical Tribe, ; 
Whoſe Knowledge conſiſts in hard Words and 
_ Grimace, *' 
Squrll Whene'er you preſcribe 
| Have at your Devotion 
Pills, Bolus, or Potion, 
2 mole what will the Caſe: 
Pray where is the Need 
To purge, bliſter, and bleed? 
Vhen ailing yourſelves the whole Faculty owns, 
That the Forms of old Galen | 
Are not ſo prevailing 
s Mirth with Claret, and 1 
Squire Jones. 


Ye Fox-Hunters eke, 
hat follow the Call of the Horn and the Hound, 
Who your Ladies forſake 

7 * Before 


2 N "nl JON « Lond * * . n < 
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| ._ Before they're awake,” _ 
Ie beat up the Brake ' 95 
Where the Vermin is found: by 
Leave Piper and Blutman, And 6 

Shrill Dusche and Trueman; Leave 

No Muſick is found in ſuch diſſdnant Tot es: A Prif, 
Wou'd you raviſh your Ears, The Su 


With the Songs of the Spheres, 
Hark! away to the Claret, a Bumper, 'Suit 


Jones. 


rd Ne. And il 
| T H E blooming Damſel, whole Defence 


Is adamantine Innocence, 
Requires no Guardian to attend 
Her Steps, for Modeſty's her Friend. 
Tho' her fair Arms are 2 to wield 


N 
L 


G 


Go, ſen 


The glitt'ring Spear and maſſy Shield; 
Yet ſafe wg Farce and F. raid combin'd, rn 
She is an Amazon in Mind. o, for 
With this Artillery ſhe goes _ F Tho' 
Not only 'monſ the harmleſs Beaux, An Em 
But ey'n unhurt and undiſmay d, | By N. 
Views the long Sword and fierce C Securely 
Tho' all a Syren as ſhe talks, Whor 
And alFa Goddeſs as ſhe walks ; Mayſt pf 
Yet Decency each Motion guides, * 

And Wiſdom o'er her Tongue preſides. 
Place her in Ruſſia's ſnow'ry Plains, Mayſt C 
e a perpetual Winter reigns ; rom 
The Elements may rave and range, ) coud' 
Vet her fix'd Mind will fever change. To te 


/ Pla q 


quit gut Phoebus felf, with all his Fire, 


nce 


Place 


(2099) _ 
Place her, Ambition, in thy Tow'rs, 1 
Mongſt the more dangerous golden Show'rs; 

Ev'n there ſhe'd ſpurn the venal Tribe, 
And fold her Arms againſt the Bribe. 


Leave her defenceleſs and alone, - 
A Priſner in the Torrid Zone, 
The Sunſhine there might vainly vie 
With the bright Luſtre of her Eye ; 


Could ne'er one unchaſte Thought inſpire ; 
But Virtue's Path ſhe'd till purſue. 


And till, ye Fair, would copy you. 
SON G CCXXL 


O, Virgin Kid, with lambent Kiſs, 
Salute a Virgin's Hand: 

Go, ſenſeleſs Thing, and reap a Bliſs, 
Thou canſt not underſtand. 


o, for in thee methinks I find, 

Tho? its not half fo bright, 

An Emblem of her beauteous Mind, 
By Nature clad in White. 


vecurely thou mayſt touch the Fair, | 
Whom few ſecurely can ; * 
Mayſt preſs her Breaſt, her Lips, her Hair, ops | 
And wanton with her Fan. | 


Mayſt Coach it with her to and fro. 
rom Maſquerades and Plays ; 
) coud'ſt thou hither come and go, 
To tell me what ſhe ſays. 


N 3 Go, 
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2 
Go, Kid, EY, 8 
Spal nip Fer Hlly Arm, | 
Do thou, O might I be ſh bold, 
With Kiſſes make it warm. 


And when thy głeſſy Beauty's o'er, 

And all thy — are gone, 

Return to me, I'll love thee more 
le: have done. 


$0 N G COXXIL. 
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Ins calmer Hours my bleſt Retreat, 
Where Love und Colin did reſide; 
*T was Colin's Preſence made it ſweet. 
'T was Colin gude the beaut' das Bloom; 
I ſimply thouglit it all yu o 
Convinc d. Ine can * t the 'Gloom 
| O'er-ſpread each New ir, no te is gone. 


I thought my Heurt by Nutuxe gay, 
When Colin was Me only Cuuſe; 
Tas he Ae d esch Fee Lay, 
My Mirth but waited His Applauſe 
Of al Delights? was the Source ; 
With him, "the Hours wi Freien away 
The envious — with rapid Force, 
Made me regret thelhory 10 Day. 


His Abſence now can lengthen Time; 
Dull, tediòus nts ſeem as Years; 
The exulting Sun * gilds the Stream, 
* * W 


orn and meck my Tears, 


Lib 


255 
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| At Eve the Dev lends het king Ald | * 
drodping do recline; = 
Like me, they bend their mournful Head, 
And ſeem to mingle Grief with mine. 


To Flow'rs, who 


SONG comm 


ROT 


ITH artful Voice, young T birſis, you 
In vain perſuade me you are true. 


Since that can never be; 
For he's no Proſelyte of mine, 
That offers at another's Shrine. 

Thoſe Vows he made'to me. 


The faithleſs, fickle, wv rink Lam, 

That changes oftner than the Moon, 
Courts each new Face he meets, 

Smells ev'ry fragrant Flow'r that blows, 

Yet (ſity calls the btaſhing Rofe 
His Quinteflence of Sweets. 


So, Thir/is, when in wanton Play, 
From Fair to Fair you fondly ſtray, 
And ſteal from each a Kiſs ; 
It ſhows, if what you ſay be true, 
A ſickly Appene in you, 
And no ſubſtantial Bliſs. 


For you, inconftant, roving Swain, 


Tho' ſeemingly you hug your Chain 
Wou'd keln, g free, 4 
To ſip freſh balmy Sweets of Love, 
From Bow'r to:Bow'r inceſſant rove, 
And imitate your Bee, | | 


Then 


— — 
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Then calm that flutt'ring Thing your Heart, 1 

Let it admit no other Bat, an 8 
But reſt with me alone; 


For while, dear Bee, you rove and ſing, « V 
Should you return without your Sting, 60 
Id not protect a Drone. | « J 

| 40 
SONG CCXXIV. « B 


HILS T I fondly view the Charmer, « 8g. 
Thus the God of Love I ſue, | 40 
« Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 

« Cupid, if you love me do. 


Of a Thouſand Sweets bereave her, 
Rob her Neck, and Lips, and Eyes, 
„ The Remainder ſtill will leave her 
« Pow'r enough to tyrannize. 


« Shape, and Feature, Flame and Paſſion 
« Still in ey'ry Breaſt will move; 
« More is Supererogation, 


«© Mere Idolatry of Love. 


- « You may dreſs a World of Chloes, 
Ann the Beauties ſhe can ſpare; 

« Hear him, Cupid, who no Foe is 
« To your Altars, or the Fair.“ 


« Fooliſh Mortal, pray be eaſy, 
« Angry Cupid made Reply; 3 
Do Florella's Charms diſpleaſe you? 
% Die then, fooliſh Mortal, die 
« Fancy not that TIl deprive ber 
Of the captivating Store; 
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juſtly then you'd pray that Po.] | '' 


Or alk the flying Gales, if e er 


E 
« Shepherd, no, I'd rather give her 
« Twenty thouſand Beauties more. 


Were Florella proud and ſour, 12K Nola 
« Apt to mock a Lover's Care, 


1 


« Shou'd be taken from the Fair; © : || "+ 


« But ſhou'd I ſpread a Blemiſh o'er her, 
« No Relief in that you'd find; mY 

« Still, fond Stiepherd; you'd adore er 
« For the Beauties of her Mind.” f, 


SONG Cc 


M Y Days have been ſo wond'tous free, 
The little Birds that fly, OG 
With careleſs Eaſe, from Tree to Tree, F 
Were not ſo bleſt as I. Woe. 


Aſk gliding Waters, if a Teat 
Of mine encreas'd their Stream ? 


[ lent à Sigh to them? 


But now my former Days retire, 
And I'm by Beauty caught. 

The tender Chains of ſweet Deſite 
Are fix'd upon my Thought. 


An eager Hope within my Breaſt 
Does ev'ry Doubt controul, 

And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 
The Fav'rite of my Soul. 


13 
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Ye Nightingales, ye twiſting Pines, | 
Ye Swains, that haunt the Grove, 1 * 
Ve gentle Echoes, breezy Winds, Whe 
e cloſe Retreats of Love. | TI 
With all of Nature, all of Art. ne | . 
Aiſſiſt the dear Deſign: | | Wi 
Oh! teach a young unpraQtis'd Heart "het 
To miake her ever mine. = 
The very Thoughts of Change 1 hae, Lay m 
As much as of Deſpair; ak n 
And hardly covet to be great Wbere 
Unleſs it be for her. And 
Tis true, the Paſſion in my Mind a Lach 


Is mix'd with ſoft Diſtreſs; _ 
Yet, whilſt the Fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh for leſs. 8 8 


SONG CCXXVI. 


AFT me, Swe ſoft and evaling Breeze, 

To Windfor's ſhady, kind Retreat; 

Where Sylvan Scenes wide-ſpreading Trees, 
- Repel the raging Dog: ſtar's Heat; 
Where tufted Grabs, and molly Beds, 
Afford a Rural calm Repoſe ; = 

Where Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 

And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 


Old oozy Thames, that flows faſt by, 
| lng the ſmiling Valley plays; 
His glaſſy Surface chears the Eye, 
And thro' the flow ry Meadows ſtrays: 


ere, 


His 
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His fertile Banks, with Herbage green, 
His Vales with ſmiling Plenty ſwell ; 

Where'er his purer Stream is ſeen, 

The Gods of Health and Pleaſure dwell. 


Let me thy clear, thy yielding Wave 
Wich naked Arm once more divide; 
In thee my glowing Boſom lave, 
And ftem thy gently- rolling Tide. 
Lay me, with Damaſk Roſes crown d, 
neath ſome Oſier's duſky Shade; 
Where Water-Lillies paint the Ground, 
And bubbling Springs refreſh the Glade, 


Let chaſte Clarinda too be there, 

With azure Mantle lightly dreſt; 

e Nymphs, bind up her ſilken Hair, 

Ye Zephyrs fan her panting Breaſt. 

D haſte away, fair Maid, and bring 

The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love; 
To thee alone the Muſe ſhall fing, | 
And warble thro” the vocal Grove. 


SONG CCXXVIL 


F Once ſaw Czpid in a Dream; 

1 His Darts were tip'd with pointed Flame: 

Lou ſleep, he cry'd, devoid of Care, 
or languiſh yet for any Fair: 


nn 


W mr ee oR—— — 


ook here, and love. With that he drew 
pon the Wall, full in my View, 
Maid with ſo divine a * 


ſeem d of morg = mortal Race, 
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He laid the Colours with ſuch Art. - I Whe 


And gave toev'ry moving Part Tt 
Such juſt Proportion, that the Whole hut 1 
Seem d more to have than want a Soul. I v 
With Arrow's Point he limn'd an Eye, Youn 
By whoſe keen Rays might Thouſands die, Hi 
No Colours could have done ſo well, | Then 
Or half their Warmth or Brightneſs tell, Ar 

Kh | 1 My j 
Iwoke; and willing to obey, Ah 
Er fince confeſs fair Chloe's Sway. The! 
What Heart ſo cold, as having felt I'd 


Thoſe Flames her Eyes, and not to melt! 
SONG CCXXVIIL 
A 8 Chhhe fat ſhelter'd and breath'd the el 


While muſic awaken'd the grove z 
Young- Damon approach'd and addreſs d the cof 


ar, - | | Fre 

In all the ſoft language of love: Was 
But ſhe was ſo cruel his ſuit ſhe deny'd, All 
And laugh'd as he told her his pain; The. 
And while the poor ſhepherd ſat wooing, ſhe cryd by 
Iwill die a maid, will die a maid, my deu Cloſe 

S Wai Hi: 
+. Ah! v 

Oh! what, ſays the ſwain, muſt = beauty ſo gay Or 
Perplex us at once and invite Or th 
Embrace ev'ry rapture, leſt time make a prey, Th 


Of that which was meant for delight. 
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When age has crept round, thy & chene wrink''S, 


Then all will my Chlee diſdain ; ; [o'erg 
But till all her anſwer was, teaze me no more, 
I will die a maid — my dear ſwain. 


Young Damon 0 other he'd prize, 
His flame was ſo ſtrong and ſincere z 
Then watch'd the emotions that play'din her eyes 
And banifh'd his torture and fear. 
My joys ſhall be ſecret, enraptur'd he cry'd, 
Ah, Chloe ! be gentle and good ; 
The ſair- one grew ſofter, and ſizhing reply 4 
I'd fain die a maid if I could. 


SONG CCXXIX. 


HE night was till, the air ſerenes 
Fann'd by a ſouthern breeze ; 

The glimm'ring moon might juſt be ſeem 
Reflecting thro' the trees. 

The bubbling waters conſtant courſe 
From off th' adjacent hill, 

Was mournful echo's laſt reſource, 
All nature was ſo ſtill. 

The conſtant ſhepherd ſought his. ſhade 
by ſorrow ſore opprelt ; 

Cloſe by a fountain's margin laid, 
His pain he thus expreſt: 

Ah! wretched youth, why-didft thou love, 
Or hope to meet ſucceſs? 

Or think the fair would conſtant prove, 
Thy blooming hopes to bleſs? 
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ou, - alas! will ſo8ner gain, 
n wHl more eaſy find, 
vier meet with aught büt cold n 
* In faithleſs womankinlc. 
* now Wa. the, für, 
erit they quite r 
The conſtant lover, thro 3 
Becauſe not wealthy, dies. Bob 


